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The Popular 
Store for 
All Young 
People 


.^j.);i:Hj:Mi.'rw#Ti,i i i 


High School 
Boys and Girls 
Appreciate our 
Guarantee 


Ownrd aiiil (^pcralfil by i lie Spukaiir Dry (Joo.ls Co. 



Young Men's Suits 

LATEST CUTS 

$18.00 and $20.00 Garments 
SPECIAL OFFER - - $13.65 

jp'VERY day our business with hitrh school boys increases and we 
' have made preparations to (rive them just the kind of clothing that 
they want, at a few dollars less than usual and they are quick to see the 
advantage. 

Here is a special line of young mens suits that offers all the new 
and nobby styles. Hlue serges in Norfolk and regulation models: suits 
with plenty of life and get up to them. Also worsteds and cassimeres 
in swell two-tone colors. 

These are $18.00 and $20.00 Suits 
Our Special Price 



$13.65 



Young Men's Overcoats — $13.65 



1 ATEST models that young men like best. Heavy fabrics cut in 
' Raglan effect with belted backs and split sleeves. All the new 
double and single tones are shown in this lot. 



These coats are worth SI 8. 00 and S20.00. Our 



special low cost price is 



$13.65 



Rough Neck Sweaters— $5.50 



IV/rOST stores get S7. 50 for these sweaters. 'I"hey are of heavy 
knitted yarn. Shown in grey or red with matched <St V C {\ 
pearl buttons. Our special price 4p^»^\J 
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"FELLOW STUDENTS" 

Spokane is growing and so is North Central 
High School. We must have a high school 
paper in accordance, to let others see what 
we are doing. As we have a great deal of 
opposition it is necessary that we also 
outgrow the "charity" idea, formerly con- 
nected with a high school paper advertis- 
ing, by having a paper in which the 
merchants feel and are sure that their 
money spent for advertising is well spent. 

The business staff probably realizes this 
fact more than the other 1100 students and 
in order that the business staff ac- 
complish better results for our advertis- 
ers, the business and advertising managers 
have joined the Spokane Ad Club. 

The Tamarack is one of the largest and far 
reaching school activities. The business 
men of the city are watching all school 
publications and it is up to the students 
body to make "The Tamarack" make good. 
You all know that our football team must 
have our united support in order to win, 
and "The Tamarack" can not make good with- 
out the loyal support of each individual 
student of North Central in patronizing 
our advertisers. 

Yours respectfully, 

ROBERT L. TATE, 

Business Manager. 



>'Just Hats, 



THAT'S ALL ' 




TWO STORES 



ANNEX 

Howanl and Rivrrgidc 
$2.50 Krade only 



MAIN SrORK 

South 8 Houatil 
S350. $5.(M)and up 




Our New 
POST ST. STORE 

Just >uulb of Murgittioyii^ 

A full line of 
Sporting Goods 
now ready 
for your selection 




^T^OU never will appreciate 
real tailored to order 
clothes until you have tried 
ours. S.'^S.OO and more are 
our prices. We are the only 
house in the west employing 
our own designer. 

A Pattern selection of over 
2000 virgin woolens. 
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^0 all our fnentis and 
^ il^ortl) Central mnh^ 
ents toe toiel) a l)appp and 
pro6perou0 H^eto gear : : 

— Ci.oTHiNGi.v Yours 



THE I. X. L. CLOTHING CO, 



See that they use 

Red 
White 

and Blue 

OR 

PURO 
Self -Raising 
FLOUR 

at Home 
The Spokane Flour Mills 



Listen ! 

GkORC!!-, B EL- 
SHAW (walking 
home as the 
car flies by ) : 
Gee! I wish 
the car fare was 
a dime; then 
I'd be saving 
ten cents in- 
stead of five. 



,S7.v 



To the Boys and 
Girls of the 
North Central High 
School 

While going to school 
learn to be Spokane 
"Boosters." Ask your 
mothers if they use 
Try Me soap, and IK 
\ () r, "\V H ^ 
NOT?" 

WESTERN SOAP CO. 

ManiilattLirtTs 



Look Different ! ! 

You will soon 
BE Different ! 

It's the DifFerent Looking 
Man that meets oppor- 
tunity. 

Men wearing Hurd's 
clothes look different. 

A Young Man will serve 
you. 

R. J. HURD & CO. 

Riverside at Stevens St. 



OUR SPECIALTIES ^ ^ 



GOOD IVORK and QUICK SERVICE 
at REASONABLE PRICES 

JUST PHONE 

Glenwood411 F-1371 



PEARL LAUNDRY CO. 

0636 Superior Street 



Seaien 



Augtttr^ 

SPOKANE'S LEADING PHOTOGRAPHER 
609 Fernwell Building 

^ The high artistic excellence of our Photographic 
Portraiture is unapproachable. 

Q Our portraits combine the most pleasing charac- 
teristics of the subject with our high standard of 
quality and workmanship. 

^ We have one of the most beautiful and thor- 
oughly equipped photographic studios in 
America. 

^ Our prices are very moderate. 

^ Visitors welcome. 



VOU, Young Lady, are undoubted- 
' ly interested in skating at this time 

Have you the proper footwear ? Our Skating Boots 

are rijrht — See them. 

NETTLETON SHOE STORE 

0614 Monroe Street 



''Best Cup of Coffee on Earth" 

OAKES CAFE 

512-514-516 SPRAGUE AVENUE 
Open all Ni^ht J. VV. OAKES, Prop. 



Wc take PLEASURE 

in Supplying 

Spokane 

with Ahsolutely 

Pure Dairy Products 

Pine Creek 

DAIRY CO. 

Both Phones 



Want 
to 
see 
something 
swell 

See page 125 
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Our prices are the lowest 

And merchandise best 

These twenty long years and more 

Resolved: That the New Year 

Bring more of You here 

To trade at the K. & H. Store 



Kemp & Hebert 



MIDWINTER CLEARANCE 

of all Overcoats and Suits 



Cleve's 
Classy 
Clothes for 
Young 
Men 

Satisfaction 

or Your Money 

Back 



Now 



Going On 



Our Haberdash- 
ery department 
is complete with 
nifty up to date 
Shirts, Collars, 
l ies, Gloves, 
Underwear, Suit 
Cases, Hats, 
Caps, etc. 



PRAGER'S 

1 1 1 Howard St. 

hetivecn 

Riverside ami Main 



Note: Every Suit and Overcoat is 
guaranteed to be of pure woolen p re- 
shrunk fabrics and hand tailored. 
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A F'ew Thin^^s in Stationery We 

Engrave 

THE vast scope and importance of our Society Stationery Department isindiciit- 
eii to you by a few su^rnestions of the different things we engrave. We 
can furnish you the highest quality of work in all the lines indicated below: 



Weddinsc Invitations 
Wetidintt Announcermmts 
Wi'ddinz At-Home Cards 
Wvddinu Reception Cards 
Weddinu Breakfast Cards 
Weddinu Ceremony Cards 
Weddina Church Cards 
Coats oS Arms and Crests 
Fraternttv and Society Stationery 
School and College Invitations 
Letter Head Plates and €Hes 
Business Announcements 
Monogram Stationery 



Address Stationery 
Visiting Cards 
Book Plates 
Reception Invitations 
Dance Invitations 
Dance Programs 
Banquet Invitations 
Betrothal Announcements 
Birth Announcements 
Acknozvledgment Cards 
Menus 

Business Cards 



SAMPLES SENT UPON REQUEST 
707 709 7ii Sprague Avenue 



Tomlinson 's. Inc. 



liroa<iwa\' and Monro. 



Mid-Winter Clearance Sale of 

Adler's Collegian Suits and Overcoats 

Furnishings at greatly reduced Prices. Step inside and 
get some of the hargains 



COKE 


Ev^er 
Tried it? 


Classy Fuel— Clean and Efficient- 
Most Economical of All 


-Yet 


The Gas Co. 


Main 3485 
A 1125 
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H. I. Somers Company 

Manufacturers of Lailies" and Mens' 

'Tailor Made Shirts 

Athletic Goods of all Kinds. 
College Pennants and Pillows 

81 1-1. < Second Ave. SPOKANK, WN. 



The Best 
Ice Cream 

is furnished by the 

Hazelwood 
Dairy 

The home of Pure Milk, 
Cream and Ice 
Cream 

Phone Main 5147 
Brown and Pacific 



Mr. 

Business 
Man 



The Tamarack has 
the hiigest circula- 
tion of any publica- 
tion of its kind in 
Spokane. 



DISCRIMINATING COOKS DEMAND 

Big Loaf Flour 



The Utmost in Purity and Quality 



fiiiel've 



TO THE 



COMING GRADUATE 



C Wh;it are 3^)11 sjoinjr to do when you get 
through High School? Going on to college 
or into business? Itt either case you'll need 
what we ha\ e to offer — a thorough training in 
business. 

C Why struggle along all through your 
college course with a slow, poorly-scrawled 
longhand, when in a few months we can 
equip you with a speedy, legible easy short- 
hand and a mastery of touch typewriting? 
Furthermore, these may mean lots of "spend- 
ing money" that would otherwise be out of 
your reach. 

C Why start at the bottom in business---either with or 
without a college education ? By means of our ctmbinid 
course we can train you to start at the bookkeeper's or 
stenographer's desk, or as a private secretary, confiden- 
tial clerk— -certainly higher than the lowest round where 
the untrained compete in large numbers for a mere pit- 
tance. We get you the position as well as give you the 
training. Then choose success by enrolling now for a 
course in 



Come in and talk it over or send for our free catalogue. 





CALL US UP 



First Avenue and Madison Street 



Phone Main 405 



Home A2405 
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Service an J 
Sijialily aluays 



l>/ione Main 1366 



FReNKLin Press 



PRirSTIING 
EMBOSSING 




RULING 
BINDING 



W. B. Willcox 



so. HOWARD ST. 
SPOKANE 



(.'has. Poiver 



Your Graduation Suit 



IS 

HERE 



THE^ONVENTiONAL BLACK Is in use everywhere on 

^ occasions of ceremony 




Our display of blacks 
are not quite as skimp- 
ed as in Africa. 

Blue Serges are just as 
much in demand. 



The prices are certainly no criterion for the values 



Fogelquist Clothing Co. 



Riverside and Washington 



Telephone Main 3235 
Residence Main 7399 



Evening Sittings by Appointment 



CHAS. A. LIBBY 

Artistic Portraiture and 
Covwiercial Photo^rap/iy 



Flashlight H'ori a Specialty 



Cranile Block 
SPOKANE, H ASH. 
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Max. 289 



B 1885 



Sollaxs ^ro5. 

Quality Druggists 



Monroe BIdg. Monroe and Indiana 



Cut Flowers Floral Decorations 

FLOWERS FOR GRADUATION 

Spokane Florist Company 

UP-TO-DATE FLORISTS 

722 Riverside Avenue 
Phone Main 5 SPOKANE 



Style is Essential 

ill a Shoe for a Young Man or Woman. Comfort and wear arc eijiially important. 
All these points are embodied in the large line of medium priced shoes at 

HILL BROS. SHOE CO. 

520 Riverside "The Home of Good Shoes" 
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Spokane, Wash., 1913» 

The Day & Hansen Security Co., 
Spokane, Washington. 

Dear Sirs:- 

Please send me descriptive literature 
and complete information regarding your 6% 
Real Estate Savings Bonds secured by first 
mortgages in the hands of a trustee. I 
should like to know just what steps are 
necessary to invest $100 or more in these 
Bonds. Kindly explain your Partial Pay- 
ment Plan, also, whereby it is possible to 
invest $10 or more at any time on a Q% 
basis to apply toward the purchase of a 
Real Estate Savings Bond. 

Yours very truly. 



Address 



Cut out on this dotted line and mail today 

^fT The Best--in fa^ the only—time to learn to save is 
while you are young. The best way to save is to 
invent your surplus w here it cannot be readily spent. 
If you have not already adopted some systematic method of 
saving, cut out the upper portion of this advertisement, 
mail it today and we will tell you how you can invest your 
small savings in the highest class of real estate security. 




THE DAY 8 HANSEN SECURITY CO. 

of The City of Spokane 

PAID IN CAPITAL and SURPLUS, 11,350,000 
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^1 Volume 4 JANUARY, 1913 Number 3 



The Tamarack 

Application for entrance ;it Spokane Postofficc for second class matter pendiiisr 



HhRMAN Howe — Editor in Chief 

PHONE MAXWELL 1111 

RoBFRT [>. Taik LeRov Hunter 

Business Manager Advertising Mngr. 

I'HONH RIVBRSIDE 849 




PHONE MAXWEI-I. 1!2-J 



Office: 

ROOM 8, NORTH CENTRAI. 
;^UILI)IN(i 



Subsc ription : 



$1.00 per year; 50c per semester 
SiNCii.E Copies 25c 



(Famarark i'taff 



iEiiitnrial 
HERMAN HOWE 

Editor in Chief 

ALAN PAINE 
Associate Editor 

REBA CLARK 
Literary Editor 

KATHERINE HORSTMAN 
Society Editor 

ALVIN HOUSE 
Alumni and Current Events Editor 

LLOYD K AM RATH 

Athletic Editor 

BERNICE HARE 
Joke Editor 

PEARL OMAN 
Exchange Editor 

HOWARD IMHOFF 
Art Editor 

DONALD HAMILTON 
Assistant Art Editor 

GEORGE WOODCOCK 
Assistant Art Editor 



iBiUiiurjui 

ROBERT L. TATE 
Business Manager 

ELMER ROEDEL 
Assistant Business Manager 

LEROY HUNTER 
Advertising Manager 

OTTO WARN 
Assistant Advertising Manager 



Co C!)e 

Class of 3amiarp 
1913 




HE prosecuting attorney nodded to himself. At any cost a chance 
hang! He sat before the flaming fireplace, solemnly whirling large 
like that must not be allowed to pass. Certainly, the prisoner must 
clouds of smoke into the air. An open book lay on his lap, twisting flames 
warmed his feet. He was comfortable, he was happy, but not satisfied. Ambi 
tion claimed him; that almost indefinable thing held him, bound him in abject 
slavery. It commanded him as many another man, pushing him onward over 
his fallen fellowmen toward the goal; deadening his pity, crippling his honor, 
killing his love. Ambition was his master — selfish ambition. 

"What does it matter to me if the man be guilty or not?" he tried to 
reason, but the thought always seemed to clog in his mind ; it made him uneasy. 
But then, again, he, as prosecuting attorney, must prove the prisoner guilty. 
He believed, he l(nen\ that his plea would sway the jury; he knew he con- 
trolled that life — that it rested on him whether that soul should be sent into 
space beyond; him, a fellow creature. He shuddered inwardly, and grasped 
the arm of the chair tightly. Should he relent after all? Would it pay? 
Could he be the happier by it? Was his happiness worth a life? He sat 

motionless, thinking, studying. Should he re no! no! it meant the longing, 

the work of thirty years to be repaid. Renown throughout the country, his 
name on every lip; bitter enemies, admiring friends, money, luxury. All that 
for one of the "down-and-outs." He sighed at the very thought of it. Bu-. 
yet, yet, — why could he not push that thought from him? — it was a fellow- 
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man, a brother's life he was taking. Well, the man was unlucky; Fate would 
have its food, it had picked its man. Who was to blame? Moreover, it was 
his happiness against a poor devil who had never known joy and probably 
never would. He would be better off dead, and it was likely he would be 
thankful for his release from further sorrow. The attorney smiled, and his heart 
leaped high. Of course! why had he not thought of that before? Yes, the 
prisoner must hang! 

Every newspaper in the country had given space to the trial, a third of 
them, many columns. Magazines had discussed it. "The Saturday Evening 
Post" and "The Outlook" had mentioned it. "Collier's Weekly" in a special 
article had claimed the man innocent; "Harper's" had taken the opposite view. 
Noted judges, lawyers, public office-holders, professors, traveling-men, mer- 
chants, even the lowest day laborers, had expressed and maintained their 
opinions on the subject. One took one view, his neighbor, another. Many 
believed that, innocent or not, the prisoner should hang, because the crime had 
been so terrible. 

The fire before the attorney mixed with the ashes and went out altogether, 
but the famous lawyer, filling and emptying his pipe mechanically, did not notice 
it. The case; ah, yes. Tomorrow he would stand before the jury for the 
last lime. He must convince them that the prisoner was guilty. He had it all 
planned out now. He smiled confidently. The prisoner was represented by 
a noted lawyer, a crafty, far-seeing man, who in his appeal the day before had 
made a great impression on the jury. His argument must overcome this, and win 
them to his side: a hard task; and yet, he was confident. But, at any rate, no 
matter who the lawyer was, the prisoner must hang! 

The clock on the wall chimed twelve. The attorney's pipe hung loosely 
in his lips, the last glow of fire brightened in it, then shrivelled into nothingness. 
His eyes had a far-away look in them, his mind slowly drifted into the past. 
He was in his twenties again. There came little Kenneth, in his baby way, 
wanting to climb on his father's knees. His happy chatter rang and echoed 
throughout the house. A shade of contentment crossed the attorney's face. Dear 
liltle Kenneth! How he loved him, even that small right hand with its little 
finger uncureably misshapen and twisted. It was his boy, his only child! 

But yet another darker, blacker picture pressed upon his fancy. It was 
a scene in a court-room. His wife was being granted a decree of divorce. 
Only too plainly he savs' the judge giving her custody of the child, but with 
strict orders always to keep him near the father. Three weeks later came thi 
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news — -they were gone. Then the hunt, the baffled authorities, the father, broken- 
hearted, advertising in the papers, setting special detectives on his wife's trail, 
but all in vain. His boy was gone. The attorney opened his eyes and found 
his cheeks wet with tears. He looked into the dead, gray fireplace, and com- 
pared it to his life without his boy. Yes, in reality, his life was empty and as 
dead as the fire before him. At last he reached over and turned on the light. In 
the brightness the past fell away, the present embraced him. "The prisoner 
must hang!" he muttered as he settled back, "he must hang!" 

The whole court sat silently, expectantly. The jury leaned fonvard, 
waiting, breathless. An almost depressing hush filled the room. As the prose- 
cuting attorney arose, a sigh, nearly a sob, burst from the prisoner. His lawyer 
leaned over, whispered reassuringly in his ear, and patted him encouragingly on 
the shoulder. That was all ; no other sound was heard, no other motion notice- 
able. Two hundred people sharply drew their breath at the same instant, two 
hundred hearts quickened their pace in two hundred breasts, but there was no 
movement in the crowd except the shifting of eyes from the attorney to the 
prisoner and back. At last he began. He started in a low, but distinctly 
audible voice to review the case. He ran through the events of the murder. 
He proved one statement, he disproved another. He pointed out every inci- 
dent no matter how small or trivial. He went over his witnesses' statements, 
reminded the jury of inconsistencies in the defense's evidence, strengthening 
his own. 

Three hours passed rapidly by. Then he stopped, his finger pointed 
dramatically at the prisoner. The court stirred uneasily. Each and everyone 
had felt the strain of those three hours ; it had fallen on them heavily. At times 
they had almost ceased to breathe, so sure, so forcible, so convincing had been 
his plea. And yet, he was not satisfied. They waited, — the very atmosphere 
was filled with suspense. Suddenly the attorney's hand fell to his side ; he spoke. 

"Gentlemen of the jury, as I have proved to you by reviewing the state- 
ments of my witnesses, and shown you that no other man than this prisoner, James 
Grear, could have committed this terrible murder of these two men, I am going 
to show you, to prove to you, that he has not only committed this crime but will 
always be a criminal ; that he is a dangerous man, and will never be any- 
thing else. 

"Gentlemen, look closely at him. Scrutinize every feature, notice the 
things that mark him a criminal. They are prominent, very prominent, gentle- 
men. You surely can see them, you can almost feel them. 
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"His face is the face of a criminal. See the dull, leadened, inexpressiv. 

eyes; but notice, gentlemen, the ferret-like look in them. Notice the shape of 

the mouth, the chin, in fact the whole face. You see in that face the born crim- 
inal, one to look out for. 

"Haven't you met men on the street for whom you felt a vague antagonism? 
You may never have seen them before, but in their features, in their speech, in 
the very way in which they carry themselves, they impress you as not being the 
right kind of people. It's because they cannot conceal, no matter how hard 
they try, the class to which they belong. And now before you is an example. 
Gentlemen, analyze your feelings towards this prisoner and find if you do not 
agree with me. 

The parents of a criminal are often criminals themselves. This prisoner 
does not know who his father or mother was. Probably both led a low life. 
More than likely his father committed many a crime himself; that he was a 
thief, or even a murderer. He may be serving time in the penitentiary now, or 
he may have swung, already. And gentlemen, it is proved by statistics that 
most of our criminals come from criminal parents. The only way to get this 
country clear of this kind of men, is to do away with every one of these habitual 
criminals. They are a menace to society. This prisoner before you has willfully 
murdered two men. It was premeditated. He deserves to hang! Gentlemen 
cl the jury, it rests on you whether this man shall be brought to justice. The 
issues at stake are greater than this one life, greater than this one crime. The 
welfare of the whole country will depend upon your decision. Criminals will 
draw back into their holes if you do your duty, but, on the other hand, if this 
man goes free this land will become a seemingly welcome field for their depreda- 
tions. Gentlemen, remember the issues at stake! I thank you!" 

A half hour later the jury solemnly passed from the room, with faces set 
and stern, with shoulders squared, aware only of the great responsibility which 
rested heavily upon them. The prosecuting attorney curiously scanned their 
faces as they walked by. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight — eight 
men he was comparatively sure of; eight. He had noticed their quick glance at 
the prisoner, he had interpreted the expression on their faces. Yes, he had a 
good chance, a good chance. 

At last a breathing spell had come. The crowd in the court-room awoke 
as the door closed behind the jurors. Everyone had something to say to his 
or her neighbor. For awhile, at least, they could rest from the strain. Now and 
then women left with children who could no longer stand the irksomeness of the 
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trial, but immediately their places were filled by more of the waiting 
crowd outside. 

The person claiming the most attention was the prisoner. He sat with 
head bowed low, seemingly lifeless, except every little while when the doors 
opened or shut to glance up with startled, wild, hunted eyes. One could see 
ht was frightened, terrified, broken-spirited. His attorney seldom spoke to 
him, knowing there was nothing he could do to ease his mind. They must wait. 

Suddenly, unexpectedly, the jury walked into the room. A silence, an 
awful silence, prevaded the room as they stood before the court — the silence of 
death. The prosecuting attorney's heart leaped high. Every juror had de- 
liberately passed the cringing prisoner without looking at him. It meant, yes, 
it surely meant 

"Has the jury arrived at a decision?" asked the judge. 

"We have," answered the foreman. "Guilty in the first degree." He 
stepped up with calm dignity and handed the death sheet to the judge respect- 
fully. Down among the spectators a woman began to cry softly. No other 
sound was heard. The prisoner stared at the jury with open mouth and dull 
eyes. He did not seem to catch the full meaning of it for almost a minute. 
Suddenly he jumped to his feet turning toward the jury pleadingly, his eyes 
shining brightly. He opened his mouth to speak but seemed to catch himself. 
He squared his shoulders, lifted his head proudly, and stood looking at the 
court — then he fell to the floor, senseless. 

The prosecuting attorney was at his side an instant after the lawyer. 
Together they turned him over and raised him to a sitting position. Suddenly 
the attorney dropped his hold and fell back a step or two. His color went 
whiter than the prisoner's. He lifted the doomed man's face and stared at it 
with horrified eyes. He lifted the man's right hand; then he stood up shaking 
and looked wildly around. 

"My son!" he muttered, "my son!" 
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ZMY^tn JLtgl)t SDatoneti 

By Irene Guernsey. 



LIZABETH sat down amid a roar of applause. Every member of 
ll| tlie Woman's Club pressed forward, eager to congratulate and 
praise her. 
"It was splendid, Elizabeth!" 
"Just what was needed!" 

"If we had a few more such enthusiastic workers we shouldn't have any- 
thing to fear for the election!" These and many other exclamations reached 
her ears. At last the crowd drifted away and Elizabeth was left with a few 
of her most intimate friends. 

"Oh, if I were only like you," sighed little Marjorie Ware. I don't see 
how you can get up and make such perfectly beautiful speeches and you are 
supporting such a fine candidate, too. Everyone knows it was through his influ- 
ence we got equal rights here. He is so handsome, too." 

The rest laughed. "Come home and spend the evening with me, Eliza- 
beth," asked Mrs. Lane. 

"No, thank you, dear, I promised to meet Robert and go up to Catherine's. 
Catherine is a perfect dear, but since she's married she has lost all her interest 
in politics. And I simply must get her interested in this election. Good-bye." 

"Poor old Robert," sighed Mrs. Lane. "It's certainly hard on him." 

Robert was waiting outside and the two set off for Catherine's. 

"It was such a fine meeting," Elizabeth began eagerly, "so much enthu- 
siasm. Judge Randolph must be elected mayor. I wish I could get Catherine 
interested." 

Robert made no answer and they walked on silently. Finally he 
burst out: 

"Confound it all, Elizabeth, when are you going to get over this political 
craze? Look at Catherine. See how happy she is. Doesn't her kind of life 
look more worth while to you? Why, little " 

"Please don't, Robert," pleaded Elizabeth, and they walked on silently 

again. 
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It was growing dusk now and the stars were coming out. One by one 
lights were turned on here and there. There were a few subdued twitters from 
drowsy birds and a faint fragrance from the flowers. There was no wind; only 
the quivering breezes of a summer's night. 

When they reached Catherine's little bungalow it was quite dark. The 
door stood open and Robert and Elizabeth went up the steps without a word. ' 
At the top they both involuntarily stopped to take in the view before them. 

Catherine was seated by the table with Buster, the smaller boy, upon her 
lap, while Douglas, two years older, stood by her side. The light from the 
shaded lamp on the table threw a soft radiance over the little group. Catherine 
was saying: 

"Once upon a time there lived a very wicked man named Bluebeard " 

"Did h(; really an' truly have a blue beard?" Douglas interrupted, and 

the two little faces were raised questioningly to the mother's. 

Elizabeth laid her hand softly on Robert's arm and drew him down 

the steps. 

"We'll not interrupt her, Bobby," she whispered, and as they walked 
slowly and silently toward home Robert chuckled slyly and knowingly to 
himself. 



C!)e ILtne fmct 

By Elizabeth Farquhar. 

WAS the same old story — a story to which has been traced the be- 
ginning of more than one deadly feud — a story which has caused 
more bitter feelings and more harsh words than any other story in 
all the curriculum of human events — the story of a line fence. 

Heinrich Honeteschlager was not a profane man, as the world goes. On 
the other hand, he had the name of being the most discreet man and stanchest 
pillar, of the church in all that country-side. True, he sometimes forgot him- 
helf and said, "Ach, himmel!" and sometimes even "Jesus Marias!" But 
what is that? Merely a manly way of saying "Pshaw!" Therefore, let m-? 
repeat that Heinrich Honeteschlager was not a profane man. 

Seldom if ever, and then only on state occasions, did he work himself 
up to that pitch where he forgot all about that fourth commandment, which 
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says, "Thou shall not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain!" But 
when he did — look out for Heinrich! At those times his eloquence often 
got the better of his judgment. 

So it was today. He swore steadily — fearfully — for an hour! But 
at last he paused a moment in his raging up and down to examine once more 
the scrap of paper he held in his hand. It was soiled and crumpled, and the 
writing thereon was almost illegible. With difficulty Heinrich made out the 
following: 

"Mister Honestslager, Esq. 

Deer Sire: I rite to you to tell you i am a onest man. i never rob 
nobody therefore i will not let nobody rob me. Your fence is just ten feet 
off the line thereby robing me of ten good feet of meadow. Y'our fence is 
so old it is roten. Tomorrow i will start on a good new fence which will be 
on the line, i will do the work — you will pay for the stug. — -Cyras B. Flint- 
skinner." 

"Like fun I will!" said Heinrich Honeleschlager, and embellished it with 
a rare old Dutch oath that fairly made your hair curl. This was a state 
occasion ! 

That night Heinrich slept little or none at all. Like the rest of his brother 
countrymen, he was slow to anger, but when that anger was once fully aroused 
it grew like a fire before the blast. Old Cyras Flintskinner would build a 
good new fence across the meadow, would he? And he, Heinrich Honeteschla- 
ger, would pay for the material of said fence, at the same time giving a strip 
of good meadow-land ten feet wide and extending the entire length of the 
meadow? Yes, he would not! That fence was on the line and it would stay 
there or his name was not Heinrich Honeleschlager! 

The first faint beams of morning found him out in the open, wandering 
aimlessly about, trying to think of something besides that hateful letter and 
its more hateful author. But it was of no avail ! Some unexplainable, irre- 
sistible force seemed to draw him down through the meadow, down to the old 
line fence. 

Heinrich was an artist ! He loved the picturesque, and his wrath re- 
turned tenfold as he stood for a moment at the edge and watched the blue 
mist roll slowly up from the meadow, leaving it, like a great ever-changing 
emerald, sparkling in the morning sunlight. That, with the old snake fence, 
gray with age, winding its lazy way in and out, in and out, across its shining 
bosom. A scene that no true artist could resist! It would be a shame to 
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spoil it with a new fence. It would be more than a shame, it would be a sin! 
That fence had to stay there! 

Then Heinrich thought of the many wrongs he had suffered at the hands 
of his neighbor, of the many times he had given in to avoid a quarrel. He 
knew, as did every other person for miles around, that Cyras B. Flmtskinner 
was the meanest man in all New England; that his one aim in life was to 
gather and hoard "the long green." He also knew that Cyras would stoop to 
anything to obtain this coveted cash. Had he not robbed widows and orphan.; 
of their last crusts of bread that he might add to his fortune? He had! And 
Heinrich saw clearly how he proposed to rob him for the same purpose. The 
hay crop was light this year, and every ton of golden grain would be worth 
Its weight in gold the coming fall. A strip of land ten feet wide and full 
length of the best meadow in the state was not to be despised! Once more 
Heinrich broke the fourth commandment! 

But the summer sun shone warm and bright; and the fresh mornmg air 
was good to breathe; and the meadow-larks sang sweetly! 

" 'Tis a good old world, after all," mused Heinrich half aloud, after 
he had been standing — he knew not how long — with arms resting ori the old 
rail fence, gazing with unseeing eyes out across the verdant meadow. "A good 
old world," he repeated. "Too good to waste the time in idle strife, What's 
a strip of land more or less?" 

That period of wild, raging, blood-thirsty anger was over. Now came 
the time of cool thinking, careful weighing, like a calm after a fearful storm 
at sea. A moment more and Heinrich Honeteschlager, swayed by the peace- 
laden breeze, would have forgotten his vows and submitted to one more out- 
rage at the hands of his neighbor, when: 

"Get off my land!" 

In that moment the fate of the old line fence was decided. Hemnch 
awoke with a start, to find himself staring down the gleaming barrel of a 
rifle, at the other end of which two small, sharp, cruel eyes blinked threaten- 
ingly. For a moment he stood as if paralyzed. Then he broke forth m a 
tirade so terrible, so awful, that his earlier blasphemys seemed almost religiously 
proper as compared to it. 

"You dirty, stingy, miserly dog, you!" he concluded. "You will try to 
dictate to me, will you? Not if I know myself. That fence is on the line, 
and it's going to slay there! Do you hear me, you cur?" 
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Cyras had lowered his gun at the beginning of the outbreak, and stooi^ 
with eyes and mouth wide open in astonishment. Was this the mild-tempered 
man he had always known as Heinrich Honeteschlager? Impossible! This 
was some strange, raging creature! Possibly some escaped lunatic! At any 
rale, Cyras decided that it w'ould be best not to cross him, and above all, 
not to appear frightened. With an almost pitiful attempt at bravery he drev» 
himself together and prepared for instantaneous, yet seemly flight. 

"We'll see, sir," he said, in a thin, trembling voice, as Heinrich paused 
for a moment to regain his breath. "We'll see." With that he shouldered 
his gun and marched away. 

It was Heinrich's turn now to stare in open-mouthed amazement. What 
could have gotten into the old man? He'd never done that before. Was it 
a declaration of war, or was it — no. Heinrich felt certain that he would 
fight to a finish. Cyras B. Flintskinner was not the man to back out. 

"Get off my land!" 

The interloper this lime was a mere lad — a lad with the adventurous light 
of twenty in his eyes and a pleasing smile on his lips. There was something 
in thai frank, open face that drew Heinrich to the boy as he stood there in 
exact imitation of old Flintskinner. 

"Some Boston lad who has run up for a few hours' fishing between 
trains," thought Heinrich, as he measured the boy with a satisfied glance. 

"Why don't you get mad?" chided the lad. "I'm gettin' tired! 'Sides, 
I've got to hurry if I have much time at the 'Hole'!" 

Heinrich laughed a hearty laugh that would have done any pessimist 
good to hear. 

"Boy," he said, in that rich Dutch brogue of his, as he motioned toward 
his house, just visible through the willows, "let the 'Hole' go hanged today, 
I; will keep 'till next time. But." and he paused suggestively, "there's a hun- 
dred dollars up there at the house waiting for the man that keeps this fence 
where it is." 

Gerard Nathan was an artist, too, and more than that, the proposition 
app)ealed to that light in his eyes. 

"I'm on," he laughed back. "I'll call for the money in just twenty 
minutes." And he swung over the old rail fence and plowed through the 
waist-high grain toward the lion's lair. 

Heinrich followed the youth with a pleased look in his eyes until the 
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opposite bank of willows swallowed him up. Then he made his way back 
to the house, there to write a check for one hundred dollars. 

Twenty minutes by the clock passed and Gerard Nathan called for his 
'Ward. Heinrich handed the check over without a word of protest when the 
.id's story was done, and to this day he insists that he got the best of the bargain. 

Be that as it may, ten minutes or so later a very breathless lad swung 
.imself upon the platform of the last coach as the train pulled out for Boston. 

"I wonder what the governor will say when he finds out his cash is short 
•n thousand and the only thing he's got to show for it is the best meadow 
(inch in America?" he chuckled to himself as he made his way forward; and 
I moment later many weary travelers joined in his merry laugh as he remem- 
bered the expression on old Flintskinner's face when he had told him that 
the old line fence was to stay where it was ! 



By Christine Cremans. 



N ORIGINAL story for Tuesday," says the English instructor, and 
from the throats of thirty Seniors there assembled arose thirty gusty 
sighs. "An original story for Tuesday." Her tone is pleasantly 
conversational, as of one who says, "Nice weather we're having nowadays." 

An original story, indeed! You think of all the men and women who 
have been writing since the dawn of creation. Cain and Abel may have 
achieved originality when they attended the Ararat County High School, you 
think, though history doesn't mention it. But Solomon in his wisdom gave it 
up. "There is no new thing under the sun," quoth he some twenty-odd cen- 
turies ago. And then all the others who have kept hacking away at it, anyway ! 
From Homer to Kipling, from Sappho to Mary J. Holmes, to the last cub 
reporter, they have used up every plot and sub-plot that human ingenuity can 
conceive of; they have worn every word in the human language threadbare. 
And yet, in this year of our Lord one thousand nine hundred and thirteen, 

liirty young and jejune seniors are asked to produce thirty original stories. 
Ah, well! Tuesday is a week away. You go on about your business, 

ind for a time you are able to forget the horror of that story. Saturday 
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you remember it uneasily. Sunday it comes back again, like the traditional 
cat. Monday comes and goes. It is Monday evening and you settle down 
with a grim determination to do or die. You roll up your sleeves, you take 
a new pen and a piece of virgin paper— then outside you hear a cheerful 
"Hoc! Hoo! Come on. Kid, the skating's dandy tonight." It is your 
junior chum, who, as yet, knows not the terrors of original stories. You hesi- 
tate and you are lost. "If you waken, call me early, mother dear," is you' 
last conscious thought as you scramble wearily to bed. You arise betimes and 
struggle desperately with obstinate clothes and hair that positively refuses to 
go up properly. Then, with one eye on the clock and the other on your 
paptT, you write. Frantically and desjjerately you write. Your brain refuse"; 
to act properly; you have not the faintest idea of what you are writing, and 
when it is done neither you nor anyone else can read it. But the deed is done 
at last. It is time for the warning bell to ring as you gallop down the streei 
with a hastily-snatched-up breakfast in one hand and that original story in th'' 
other. 



I heard an original story once. It happened like this: A shark senior 
was asked by her doting aunt to render the story of Aeneas in her own words. 
This is what she said: 

"Well, it was this way. You see, there was a geik named Aeneas, 
who was the main guy with the Trojans. Juno got sore at him, so they all 
had to glom theirs and beat it. They circulated around until they came to 
Carthage, where they decided to stick around awhile. Dido, the queen, goi 
an awful case on Aeneas, so they had a snap for awhile. But the pesk\ 
gods butted in again and told Aeneas to make tracks over to Italy. He tried 
to sneak away, but Dido got wind of it and nearly tore his can off. He 
handed her the lemon, however, and she, considering herself properly stung, 
cashed in her checks. Her dying message to Aeneas was. 'Cutie, who tied 
your tie?' " 
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Cl)e CruciftJ 

By Eva Hansen. 



Chapter I. 

3T WAS a bitter cold December morning in one of the mountain districls 
of Maine. The atmosphere was laden with a gray mist that made one 
shudder and long for a cheerful fire. The mountain peaks, with their 
thick covering of soft snow, towered above the landscape in majestic dignity, 
winter's monarchs robed in ermine. A little stream which seemed to descend 
from the horizon wound its way down the mountain-side, making a dark path 
against the snowy whiteness of the background. In the sky heavy gray clouds 
were beginning to form, giving promise of more snow. 

In one of the valleys, sheltered by these mountains, lay the little village 
of Brownville. Its inhabitants were prepared for winter, for on all the cot- 
tages were storm doors and windows, and while the snow that drifted around 
the fences and gates reminded one that winter was on, the smoke that curled 
out of every chimney suggested that indoors all was snug and warm. 

From the door of one of the houses came a little girl of seven or eight 
years. She was dressed in a fur coat and wore a red tam-o'-shanter, red 
mittens, and heavy overshoes. For a while she played around in the yard 
with her dog, but growing tired of this, took her pet by the collar and walked 
out of the gate, following the road that led up the hill. She had not gone 
far when the snow began to come down in large flakes, some of which clung 
to her coat. She stopped to examine them, and on finding a new shape 
laughed in glee, disclosing a row of pearly teeth. A passerby would have 
looked twice at this beautiful child with her long curls, large blue eyes fringed 
with long lashes, and her fair face tinted with a delicate red. 

The girl trudged on until she came to a large flat rock, and seating her- 
self on it gazed around. Suddenly her attention was attracted by the barkin'^ 
of the dog. She hastily arose and went over to the place where he was 
sniffing around. 

There, lying in the snow, was a man numb with cold. The little girl 
did not understand this, but nevertheless she did not remain idle. She grasped 
the cold hand in hers and rubbed it gently. The figure moved slightly and 
the girl, too small to comprehend the good she was doing, kept on rubbing. 
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After a short time the man opened his eyes. For an instant, overcome by his 
condition, he lay still. Then, yet holding on to the girl's hand, he raised him- 
self to a sitting posture. He gazed blankly around and finally asked: 

"Ah, my pet, how did you get here; and what is your name?" 

"My name is Nancy Campbell," replied the child, "and I came from 
way down there." 

The man glanced in the direction in which she pointed, but saw nothing, 
as they were too far up on the hill to see the village. 

"I do not see anything," he said. "But what made you come up here?" 

Nancy, forgetting her shyness by this time, began to converse freely. 

"I live with my uncle and aunt. I haven't any papa or mamma. They 
died long time ago. I used to have a different name, but auntie changed 
it so nobody would know who my papa and mamma were, because I heard 
her say so. She was sewing and I got tired of playing and came up here. 
What is your name?" 

"Well," answered the man, "I don't know as I have any name, but 
you may just call me Jim." 

"You look as if you were cold, Jim," she ventured, "and if you want 
to you can have my coat." She started to take off the coat she wore. 

"No, no, I will be warm in a few minutes." But already he was becom- 
ing exhausted. His breath came in short gasps, as he lay there listening to the 
girl's detailed description of herself and parents as far as she knew. At last 
he could sit up no longer and fell backwards on the snow. Nancy was fright- 
ened and called wildly for her aunt. 

An hour had passed since Nancy left home, and she was missed. 

Mrs. Campbell called repeatedly, but received no answer. Nancy seldom 
ran away, and she felt worried. As a last resort she went to her husband. 

"John," she exclaimed, "I simply can't find Nancy anywhere. What 
if her father has found out where she is and has secretly taken her away? 
Hurry and put your coat on so we can hunt for her. A storm is coming, 
too, and it will be much harder to find her. We must nOt let her get away 
from us." 

As Mrs. Campbell had said, a storm was approaching, and as they 
bolted the door behind them a gust of wind blew the snowflakes into their face. 

Chapter II. 

Nancy's screams had been heard at last. A man who had an errand 
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on the hill was suddenly disturbed by cries of distress. He hastened his steps 
and rushed in the direction from whence they came. To his intense surprise 
he discovered Nancy, with whom he was well acquainted, seated beside a 
strange figure crying lustily. 

"What is the trouble, Nancy?" he inquired. 

Nancy poured out her tale of woe. 

"I came up here and saw this man. He was so cold. I talked to him, 
but he wouldn't listen very long and then he went to sleep and left me all 
by myself. Won't you carry him to my house, Mr. Ranton?" 

"I will have to take him to my house; it is nearer." 

"May I come and see him?" she asked. 

"You had better let me take you home first, as your aunt and uncle will 
)e looking for you. If they give you permission, you may come." 

So saying, Mr. Ranton placed the cold body over his shoulder and 
etraced his steps. At the bottom of the hill the hvo were met by Nancy's 
datives. The girl was taken home by her aunt, while Mr. Campbell assisted 
Mr. Ranton with his burden. 

Jim, as we shall call him, opened his eyes after the two men had worked 
>ver him several hours. He was too weak to talk or move, and lay as onz 
1! a stupor. By the second day he was no better, and Mrs. and Mr. Ranton 
both insisted that he remain there. Nancy came to see him every day. She 
made it very pleasant for him by her childlike simplicity and frankness. When 
he had ended her fourth visit he made a motion to his host, bidding him 
come to his bedside. Mr. Ranton did so, and was asked to tell as much 
of the girl's history as he knew. Jim seemed to be satisfied with what little 
his host told him, although it was supposed to be merely a rumor. He lay 
thinking for nearly half an hour, and finally aroused himself to say: 

"Please bring me a pencil, some paper, and a small box, and leave me 
alone for a while." 

His host did as he was requested and withdrew. Jim now began a 
curious proceeding. He took from his pocket two gold crucifixes which were 
exactly the same. He wrote a name and an address on a small slip of paper, 
and pressing a hidden spring which disclosed a hollow space in the crucifix, 
he placed the paper in it. He then took a larger sheet of paper and wrote for 
quite a length of time. Part of the time he sobbed like a child, with an ex- 
pression of shame mingled with sadness on his face. At length he finished. 
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put the large sheet of pap)er with the other crucifix and wrapped it securely 
in the box. He addressed it to New York. Calling Mr. Ranton, he re- 
quested him to have it mailed. 

Later in the day Nancy came to see him and went directly to his bed- 
side. He handed her the crucifix wrapped in paper and told her never to 
let her aunt or uncle see it. 

"Oh, Jim! I am going far, far away with my aunt. I will never see 
you any more. But I will always remember you. Now I will sing the song 
I promised you." 

As she sang Jim eyed her sadly. When she had finished two verses his 
features suddenly became illuminated with a strange smile, such as she had 
never seen before. Forcing himself on his elbows he held out his arms to her. 
She rushed to him, but was held only for an instant. His hold relaxed, and 
with a spasmodic cough he fell back on the pillows — dead. 

Chapter IIF. 

The Oaks was a fashionable banquet hall in Madison Square. The 
floors were carpeted with costly rugs and the furniture was of mahogany. 
Magnificent vases of cut glass glittered on the tables. Everything bespoke of 
grandeur. 

Toward eight o'clock richly-clad men and women began to arrive. 
Among the guests was a well-dressed noble- featured young man. His eyes 
had the expression of one who has been searching all his life for something. 
He had a high forehead, well-shaped nose, firm lines about the mouth, and 
a strong chin. He lacked nothing in refinement, either in dress or manners. 
Even though there was much dancing, and feasting to diverge his thoughts, 
his eyes always wore the same longing, restless look. 

One of the musicians, a light-complexioned girl of about seventeen, espe- 
cially attracted his attention. She had light hair and blue eyes. He watched 
every movement she made, and once as she was passing by him he gazed full 
into her face, making her blush and feel rather uncomfortable. She moved 
past him, but as she did so a shining object fell from her person to the floor. 
He hastily picked it up, glanced at it quickly, and with a hysterical laugh ran 
over to her and nearly dragged her into an adjoining room. From his pocket 
he brought forth a small box. Unwrapping it, he placed the contents against 
the shining object which he had found on the floor. They proved to be two 
crucifixes exactly the same. The young man also took a sheet of paper from 
the box and spread it before the girl. She read as follows: 
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"Dear Son: You have been told by your guardians that your father 
died when you were small. This is all a mistake, as I am your father. I 
will explain. Fifteen years ago I married Bessie Bateman, your lawful mother. 
We lived together seven years, you then being over five and your sister six 
months old. On divorcing your mother you both were, by the law, placed 
in her care. I rebelled against this and wanted revenge. I hired a man and 
woman to kidnap you, but later repented of my rash act and went in search 
of you. I learned that you had been placed in the care of a respectable family 
and that your sister had been kept by the kidnappers. They know I am on 
their trail, and loving her too dearly to give her up, will leave the village in 
which they reside shortly. I am too sick to follow them any longer, and it is 
my dying wish that you will some day claim your sister. 

"I have two crucifixes which are exactly the same. They are precious 
heirlooms and made of gold. They both contain a secret spring by which 
they may be opened, revealing an open space. In one I have placed the name 
and address of my will executors and given it to your sister without the knowl- 
edge of her guardians. In yours is a picture of your mother by which you 
may find your sister, as they look very much alike. Hunt until death, if 
necessary, to find her. When she is found explain everything to her and go 
to the address named on the slip of paper and you will both receive a large 
fortune. Do not let the love of money alone guide you in this. God bless 
you in your undertaking, my son. Farewell. 

"JIM TOOLE. 

"P. S.— Her present name is Nancy Campbell." 

Words cannot express how surprised Nancy was while reading the letter. 
She laughed and cried at the same time. When she had finished she pressed 
the spring on the crucifix, and true enough, she found the paper with her 
father's lawyer's name and address inside. To think that she could call at 
their office and become rich in a minute seemed hardly plausible to her dazed 
senses. Still laughing and crying, she embraced her brother again and again. 

"How happy I am to know that now I can live in comfort and luxury, 
but best of all, I have found my brother." 
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By Curtis Shoemaker. 



HEN I was a Junior at Westmore University I had more than my 
share of good, true friends, but with none was I so intimate as with 
Dick Walker. He was my room-mate. For nearly three long yeans 
we had lived there in the boys' dormitory, and the storms we had safely weath- 
ered together were many. 

If Dick was my closest friend, he was also in many ways the most remark- 
able young fellow at the college. There was nothing that he turned his hand 
or his head to that he could not do. He was tackle on the football team and 
captain of the baseball team. His achievements in an intellectual line were 
even greater. He always stood well toward the front of his classes, and had 
gained many a victory for the old school on the debating team. His self-confi- 
dence was proverbial among the under-classmen ; yet I cannot say that he was 
conceited, for a conceited person is invariably selBsh, and selfishness was the 
last thing Dick would ever be accused of. 

Of course he was popular. The fellows all liked him for his jolly good 
nature and respected him for his athletic prowess. And many a fair co-ed have 
I seen gazing with favor upon his stalwart figure and handsome face. But all 
in vain! Dick was as cold as an icicle when it came to anything like sentiment. 
It was not that he feared the fair sex, for he did not. But he just didn't bother 
his head about them any more than if they were not in existence. 

I remember one warm. Spring night after lights were off when we sat at 
our open window gazing out across the moonlit campus. I had just been telling 
him about Ruth, and how dear she was to me. Ruth was — well, never mind; 
it is enough to say that she is now my wife. He had looked me over with an 
amused, rather paternal kind of air, as if I were the victim of some harmless, 
but troublesome malady, and had said in tones that made me fairly boil over 
with impotent rage, "Oh, forget it, Bert, I hate to see you make such an idiot 
of yourself. To think of an infant like you talking of such things as marriage!" 

"I suppose you intend to remain a bachelor and a woman-hater all your 
life," I replied with considerable heat. "Well, go ahead. I wish you happi- 
ness. But my honest opinion is that the older you grow, the sourer you'll get." 

"You're mistaken if you think I'm going to remain single," he said pom- 
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pously. "Ten years from now, when I am mature in mind and judgment, I 
am going to get married. But the girl of my choice must have certain quahfica- 
tions — mental, moral, and physical — which I consider essential to a happy 
marriage, and I intend to decide only after careful deliberation. Now, I would 
never think of going with one of these pale, ethereal, society creatures who are 
forever eating bon-bons and drinking chocolate. My choice must be healthy 
and strong, and be able to do her own housework. Again, I would never think 
of marrying a girl who was a blode, for you know I am light-haired myself, 
and all scientists agree that a blonde should always marry a brunette." 

"Well, you're just about the coldest piece of humanity I ever had the 
misfortune to encounter," I told him in disgust. "And I suppose the marvel of 
perfection you happen to take a fancy to — I really don't believe you capable of 
any stronger feeling — wouldn't have a word to say about the matter, now, 
would she?" 

Ignoring my outburst he continued with dignity, "I suppose you are happy 
in your hallucinations, Bert, old man, and I won't say a word to disturb them. 
I'd like to fall in love myself, for that matter, if I did not see the foolishness 
of it all. I agree with one of those old philosophers, I forget vs'ho it was, who 
has said, 'Gladly would I light the flame of Love, but Wisdom has stolen all 
her oil'." 

"Yes," said I, "and I pity you. Good-night." 

It was only a few days after this conversation that the annual Junior 
Prom took place. This was one of the greatest events of the year at 
Westmore, and nearly everybody was going, except, of course, the poor, oppressed 
freshmen, who knew that to show their faces at such an affair meant complete 
and ignominious extermination. 

I had tried every means to induce Dick to attend. I had reasoned with 
him, I had pleaded with him, but all to no avail. He cared, he said, nothing 
about such things, did not believe in dancing, and moreover would not counte- 
nance it by looking on. So at last I had given up in despair. 

At seven o'clock on the important night, when I was in my room struggling 
with a stubborn collar and a refractory tie, I was called down stairs to the 
office telephone, and recognized Ruth's voice over the wire. 

"Bert," she said excitedly, "my cousin lanthe McCormick has just come 
in from the country. You must get her an escort for the dance tonight, or I 
»von't be able to go myself. I would not think of going off and leaving her 
alone. I haven't seen her for years." 
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"I certainly will get her an escort, then," I assured her, "for I'm deter- 
mined you're not going to miss the fun. Don't worry. We'll be there." 

Then I raced back up the stairs to my room and collared Dick. I told 
him how things stood, and begged him, for my sake, for Ruth's sake, and for 
the sake of the poor little country cousin, to agree to be the much-needed escort. 
So at last it came about that he consented. 

A short time afterward we were shown into the parlor I had learned to 
love so well. I looked at Dick. He was as calm and unconcerned as if it 
were a habit of his to lounge in a handsomely furnished room, waiting for an 
introduction to a young lady to whom he would have to devote a considerable 
part of the evening. I detected a slight expression of boredom in his eye. 

But this expression instantly changed to one of surprise as the girls came 
into the room. Ruth looked as exquisitely beautiful as ever, but it was the 
young person with her who occasioned Dick's look of astonishment. She cer- 
tainly did not look as if she were fresh from the country. Her tall and slender 
figure, overtopped by a huge mass of flaxen hair, was gowned in a creation which 
must have come direct from Paris, for I had never seen a dress so elegantly odd 
as this one. Her eyes were calm and expressionless; her set mouth, her firm but 
delicately chiseled chin told of a will power almost masculine. Her manner 
as she greeted us was one of languid indifference. I had looked for a flash of 
admiration in her eyes as she was introduced to Dick, for a finer specimen of 
young American manhood would be hard to find, but I was disappointed. Hev 
eyes remained as inscrutable as ever. I began to have a desire to visit the par- 
ticular spot in the country where she had come from. 

"I suppose you have read of Mr. Walker in the papers," Ruth said to 
her after the introduction. "You know, lanthe, that he was chosen for righl 
tackle on the All-American football team last year. In fact, he is the best 
known person in college, isn't he, Bert? Even better than President Millson 
himself, I should say." 

The haughty young lady turned toward Dick. "Indeed!" she remarked 
in a voice full of disapprobation. "Football is such a brutal sport as they play 
it in America. It can't begin to compare with the Rugby game played in 
England, which calls for quicker thinking as well as greater speed and 
cleverness." 

Dick suddenly became interested. He looked at her with surprise and 
a trifle of curiosity. This was the first girl he had ever met who had not gon.' 
into ecstacies over his football record. 
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"So you have been in England, have you, Miss McCormick?" he said 
inquiringly. 

"Yes," she answered casually, "I have visited there several times with 
mama on our way to and from Paris." 

Just then the arrival of the carriage to the fete put an end to all further 
conversation for the time being. During the ride to Fraternity Hall, where the 
dance was held, Ruth and I supplied the most of the conversation. Dick did 
not talk in his usual light-hearted way, and I wondered if it could be because 
he had taken so great a dislike to our new acquaintance. 

As soon as we reached the hall, I took Ruth aside and demanded an im- 
mediate explanation. "Do you mean to tell me that this is your country 
cousin?" I srtid in profound bewilderment. "She looks and acts as if she had 
been brought up in Boston by a maiden aunt." 

Ruth was perplexed for a moment and then she burst into a ringing laugh. 
■ Why, silly," she exclaimed, "I didn't tell you she was my country cousin. 
I said she had just come in from the country, and she has. She has just been 
spending a week at their country home. Tliey have been having a house party 
down there." 

The light was breaking in at last. 

"Moreover," she continued, "her home is not Boston, but New York. 
Her father is McCormick, the bath-tub trust man. You didn't know I had 
such rich relatives, did you?" 

I was destined to still more surprises before the evening was far gone. At 
first Dick played the part of a wall flower. Then I noticed him sitting out a 
dance with Miss McCormick. They were talking, and I thought Miss lanlhe 
was furnishing more than her share of the conversation, while Dick seemed to 
b" listening with interest. And then I could hardly believe my eyes — they 
were dancing! 

That was the greatest of all surprises. It did not surprise me to find thai 
Dick could dance, and dance well, for I had learned by experience that there 
were not many things he could not do, but it did surprise me to see him dancing 
after he had solemnly declared to me he did not believe in it. That did not 
'rem like Dick at all. 

Well, as the evening wore on, he continued to dance, the greater part of 
llie time with the haughty lanthe, and I grew more and more disgusted with his 
actions until the orchestra played "Home, Sweet Home," and we left the bril- 
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liantly lighted ball-room for the darkness of the carriage once more. On the return 
it was Dick and his companion who did the greater part of the talking. Miss 
McCormick spoke of the affair as rather pleasant, but "horribly tame." Dick 
agreed most solemnly. She criticized the gown worn by plump Mrs. Millson, 
the president's wife; Dick conceded that he knew nothing of dresses, but that 
her costume had seemed rather vulgar to him. She spoke of the last ball she 
had attended in New York; Dick expressed the fear that our little college 
events must seem terribly bourgeois to her after such an affair as that must 
have been. 

And so it went on. I raged inwardly. I did not know what was the 
matter with my chum, but I did know that I wanted most strongly to give him 
a good hard blow between the eyes. Perhaps it would wake him up and bring 
him to his senses again. 

On the way to the dormitory that night I said not a word. Neither did 
Dick, but he looked at me rather defiantly, and seemed disconcerted because 
I did not speak. "Well, this is the end of the matter, anyway," I thought, 
"what's the use of saying any more about it?" 

But I was sadly mistaken. It was not the end of the matter. Two even- 
ings later Dick again put on his best suit, and in answer to my inquiring look, 
he said sheepishly, "I have Miss McCormick's permission to call on her." 

I failed to make any remark, and he glared at me fiercely. I believe his 
conscience was troubling him. Think of it — Dick, who was usually as cool as 
a cucumber! 

I don't think it's worth while lingering over the awful details. It went 
on that way for three weeks, with Dick spending fabulous sums for flowers, 
bon-bons, and theatre-boxes, and treating me more like a deadly enemy than 
a chum of three college years. And I had never spoken a word in opposition. 

Then it was that the blow fell. One afternoon Ruth, who liked her 
aristocratic cousin no more than I did, called me up over the telephone. 

"Tell your friend, Mr. Walker," she said, "that if he wishes to see 
lanthe again his last chance is to go to the P. & N. depot at 5 :30 this after- 
noon. She had intended to stay a week longer, but she suddenly changed her 
mind because, she says, she found it so dull here. I'll not say I'm not glad of 
it, though. I hope she will find it lively enough where she is going." 

Then it was that I hastened upstairs, three steps at a time, to break the 
news to Dick. "Old fellow," I told him, "there's a friend of yours leaving 
on the 5:30 train this afternoon. You ought to go down and see her off." 
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"Her?" he said quickly. "Who is it?" 

"Miss McCormick," said I. "She found it so dull here." 

He didn't speak for a full minute, but he took his medicine like a man. 
At last he said, with his voice dismal and hard and cold, "So she is leaving, 
is she? And without saying good-bye. Well, I rather guess I'll not go down 
to see her off. Bert, I thought more of that girl than I ever will think of any 
other. My life from this time on will be a void. I will never " 

At this point I interrupted him. "Oh, you'll get over it," I said with a 
knowing air. "What business has an infant like you to talk of love? Wait 
until you are ten years older, and your judgment is mature, and" — but here a 
shoe, thrown with deadly precision, put a sudden end to my well meant remarks. 
Finis de I'Historie de I'Amour. 



€)an's Cl)ance 

By William Wilson. 



/«wT ^ P FROM Cut Bank, winding through the canyons, twisting and tum- 
llpJ ing this way and that, but ever climbing, the huge engine was dragging 
its long, snakelike train up the mountains. 

With eyes closed to mere slits and face distorted from the terrible heat 
and glare, the fireman was throwing coal onto the white, hissing fire. For 
three hours of the long summer afternoon he had kept it up, ton after ton, 
watching the shovelfuls of black dust turn red, then white, then melt away like 
snow, while the unsated beast roared for more, more, always for more. For 
three hours he had worked, not with the long, even strokes of the tireless fire- 
man, but feverishly, falteringly, weakly, for the terrible strain had been too much. 

He slammed the fire door and stood erect. The engineer shot a quick 
glance across at him as he stood, leaning heavily against the side of the cab, 
gasping for breath. 

"Dan," the engineer said, not unkindly, "you can't stand it. Some day 
you'll break down on this run. Better try and get something lighter or you'll 
go to pieces, sure." 

Dan turned wearily. 
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"Yes," he agreed, "I know it's killing me. But I can't quit now. You 
know what I'm working for. I've got to stick it out." 

McDonald nodded understandingly but without reply, and Dan turned to 
his never-ending task, seemingly more terrible this day than ever before. He 
picked up his shovel and threw open the fire door. Instantly the sharp, sul- 
phurous vapors of the back-draft puffed into his face, making him choke and 
gasp for breath. The scorching heat sent white streaks down his coal-begrimed 
fp.ce. He realized that the limit of his endurance was nearly reached. 
McDonald glanced across and whistled doubtfully to himself. 

Farther and farther up they climbed, the monster engine dragging its long 
train of whining, protesting cars after it. On the sides of the mountain above 
them were patches of cool-looking snow. The pines and firs on the hills waved 
i.i the wind, but in the canyon the hot, heavy air was motionless. An icy moun- 
tain stream raced along beside the track and Dan looked longingly at it as he 
gulped the lukewarm water of the tender. 

Strange thoughts born of his overstrained body came into his mind and 
he could not drive them away. The engine was trying to wear him out, to 
defeat him, pitting its four hundred tons of clanking steel against his trembling 
muscles, using every unfair means to keep its advantage. The hoarse roar of 
the exhaust seemed a laugh at his weakness, the whistle shrieked a triumphant 
mockery. The white fire with the exhaust singing through it swam before his 
eyes. When he looked away black blotches floated in the air and the drunken 
mountains reeled before him. 

A jerk of the engine sent him weakly to his knees. His strength was 
nearly gone now and he wanted to lie still, but he staggered gamely to his 
feet. His head seemed bursting, sharp pains ran through his arms and back, 
and the hot band around his forehead was slowly tightening. The shovelsful 
of coal were very heavy and he could not throw them to the back of the fire- 
box. But one thought kept repeating itself in his mind, "I mustn't quit, I 
mustn't quit," and blindly and painfully he struggled on against the exaltint; 
brute with its mocking hiss and roar. 

Mercifully the summit was reached at last and Dan collapsed weakly 
into his seat. McDonald climbed down with his long oil can and the con- 
ductor came up, whistling cheerily, and went into the little station. A moment 
later he came out with two white order sheets. McDonald took his copy and 
climbed into the cab. Dan noticed that the orders required them to pass the 
Oriental Limited at Skyland, three miles below. 
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Dan had now a temporary relief from work and he sprawled out in his 
seat, trying to get rested for the two hours still before him. His whole body 
ached, everything seemed dizzy and far away. "Only a weakling," he groaned, 
"but I've got to keep it up; I can't quit, I mustn I quit." 

The train gathered speed rapidly and when it struck the heavy down- 
tit ade McDonald shut off steam and threw on the airbrakes, slightly at first 
and then harder as the grade increased. 

They had gone over a mile and were running rapidly down the heavy 
urade when suddenly there was a sharp hiss of escaping air. The train in- 
stantly slowed down until it nearly stopped, stood almost motionless for a 
moment, then its speed began to increase rapidly. 

McDonald with a puzzled look threw on the water-brakes, but they 
had no effect on the heavy train. With an exclamation he worked the lever 
vapidly for a moment. There was an answering hiss, but the brakes did not 
go on. The speed was increasing every moment. McDonald grasped the 
\-.histle-cord and wailed out the long, mournful "defective brakes" signal. Then 
he turned to Dan. 

"Brakes," he said quietly. "You'd better jump. You can't do any- 
thing here." 

Dan shook his head but he walked to the gangway and looked down upon 
the cinder roadbed. Already their speed was terrific, for, once beyond control 
on the steep grades of the Rockies, a train becomes a maddened, twisting 
monster, hurling itself into curves, roaring over swaying trestles, writhing and 
plunging in its wild rebellion against the puny men who have held it captive. 

Dan was shaking and trembling with excitement and his breath came pain- 
fully in short gasps. He turned for a last look at his companion. McDonald 
was sitting in his place like a statue, gazing stiffly ahead, his face white under 
the grime. Dan saw that he must have given up all hope and a lump came 
into his throat at the thought of McDonald going down to his death alone with 
that grim smile on his lips. McDonald turned and saw Dan starmg at him. 

"For God's sake, jump," he cried. "It will be too late in a minute." 

Beyond ail hope of control now, maddened by its first taste of liberty, 
the train rushed through Skyland and took the next curve at a dangerously 
high speed. From below came the angry, snarling sound of the wheels calling 
for blood. They made Dan think of the long train of Pullmans hurrying so 
proudly and confidently towards them and of the terrible scene in the narrow 
canyon when the two monsters crashed into each other. 
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He turned to the gangway. Looking backwards at the red, swaying train 
he saw a brakeman hang for a moment from the hand-rail of a car and then 
jump. He rolled over and over in the soft cinders, lay still for a moment, then 
scrambled to his feet, apparently uninjured. Dan could do the same thing. 
He must save himself for the sake of the mother he was toiling to care for. But 
for some reason he wanted to stay with McDonald, sitting so quietly in his 
place. He had much to live for also. 

Suddenly McDonald leaped into life. "The derailing switch!" he cried, 
and Dan understood. A quarter of a mile ahead was a derailing switch that 
was never locked. If some one could throw it open 

McDonald spoke again. "It's your chance," he said, and Dan nodded. 
He would wreck their train before they reached the Limited. They lunged 
around the last curve and the switch flashed into sight with cruel granite rocks 
strewn about it. To jump there seemed almost certain death. He could jump 
with some hope of safety a few rods beyond. The risk seemed too great and 
he drew back. 

"It's your chance, lad," McDonald repeated, and at the tense, even words 
Dan's courage returned. With a short "Goodbye, Mac," he crouched down 
and, as they drew almost even, he jumped. 

He remembers four or five dull red cars rushing past and the crashint' 
and rending when the train piled up across the little mountain stream. Then 
came the terrible muffled clang when the engine battered itself into a shapeless 
mass against the canyon walls and the relentless cars buried it beneath them. 
All the rest is like a dream in which he sees nothing but McDonald sitting 
quietly above him, his face white under the grime but a brave smile on his lips 
as he says, "It's your chance, lad. God bless you." 

Now, when Dan has brought his long train safely to the summit and before 
they start on the down-grade, he tests the brakes again and again. And at one 
place where the rocky walls rise high above them, the fireman wonders w'ny 
Dan removes his cap. 
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jFaretoell, Senior a's 



The Senior B's greet Senior A's 

With due respect and pride. 
For well we know that genius lays 

Enshrined where they will stride. 

We hear these Senior A's proclaim 

Their views from court-room stands. 

And know the public spreads their fame 
Across to foreign lands. 

We read of others whose athlete 

Has proved a boon, indeed. 
As they, with ease, outstrip defeat. 

And in the public lead. 

The pen of other Senior A's 

Brings honor and renown 
To schoolmates of their High Echool days. 

And e'en to Spokane Town. 

Although this Senior class is small. 

We Senior B's admit. 
That this one class comprises all 

The brains and power and wit. 
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Now they may think we're saying that 

For reasons all our own. 
And that, within the ring, their hats 

Will be our stepping stone. 

But never mind, when Senior A s, 

We'll ever be alert 
To North Side High School honor days. 

While we our power assert. 

And oh, how we shall miss this class. 

Their songs and High School yells. 
As they from out our midst will pass. 

Whilst echo New Year's bells. 

We Senior B's bid you Godspeed, 

And know your teachers, too. 
Join us in every word and deed 

That keeps your record new. 

May troubles flee from out your path, 

As you their power defy. 
And may the hearty High-School laugh 

And yell be our good-bye. 

—Margaret L. White, June, ' I 3. 



So we strolled by the brook in the moonlight. 
In our hearts was a love newly born ; 

And the words that we spoke there, so tender. 
We regretted ere break of the morn. 

Many years have gone by, swiftly fleeting. 

Since that warm summer night in July, 

But the joy of those few stolen moments 
I may never forget till I die. 



For/y-eit;/'/ 



Finis du Poeme de I'Amour. 
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When the summer days grow cool. 

And the long vacation's past. 
Little "Freshies" start to school. 

Proud they're in the "High" at last. 

Long they've waited for this day; 

Oft they've seen it in a dream; 
Now their hearts are bright and gay. 

How their childish faces beam! 

Each one in his very best. 

Gleefully they reach the school; 
But when a crowd's around them press'd. 

Their joy begins to cool. 

And now a mob of Senior boys 

Comes shouting down the way; 
How fast they walk, how loud they talk, 

I wonder what they say! 

They seize a timid Freshman lad. 

They mount him on a box; 
And when he says he'll tell his dad. 

They chase him off with rocks. 

Soon, up and down the muddy street. 

The barefoot Freshmen go; 
Their shoes are held, by force impell'd. 

Their faces show their woe. 

At last they hear a welcome sound. 

The first loud warning bell; 
The Seniors drop their frightened prey. 

And all rush in pell-mell. 
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I wonder why the Senior 

Taunts the Freshie with such vim? 
Why, 'cause when he a Freshman was, 

The Seniors taunted him. 



-May Wylde. 



lingular {^himl 



We'll begin with a box, and the plural is boxes. 

But the plural of ox should be oxen, not oxes ; 

Then one fowl is goose, but two are called geese. 

Yet the plural of moose should never be meese; 

You may find a lone mouse or a whole lot of mice. 

But the plural of house, is houses, not hice; 

If the plural of man is always called men, 

Why shouldn't the plural of pan be called pen? 

The cow in the plural may be cows or kine. 

But a bow if repeated is never called bine; 

If I speak of a foot and you show me your feet. 

And I give you a boot, would a pair be called beet? 

If one is a tooth and the whole set are teeth. 

Why shouldn't the plural of booth be called beeth? 

If the singular is this and the plural is these, 

Should the plural of kiss, then, be nicknamed keese? 

Though one may be that, and three may be those. 

Yet hat in the plural would never be hose ; 

And the plural of rat, is rats, not rose, 

We speak of a brother and also of brethren. 

But though we say mother, we never say methren ; 

The masculine pronouns are he, his and him. 

But imagine the feminine, she, shis and shim ; 

So the English, I think, you all will agree. 

Is the most wonderful language you ever did see. 



— M. D. Johnson, Jan., '15. 



99orgen's ^peeci) to Ipis ^^cction aang 



The Suffering-gettes are sure winnin' the West, 

Yo-ho, an' yo-ho-ee; 
They're cert' inly doin' it with lots of zest, 

Yo-ho, an' yo-ho-ee. 

How dare they to stand with a flag in their hand. 
Or marchin' down streets t' the tune of a band? 
I'll tell yuh it cert'inly takes lots o' "sand" — 
Yo-ho, an' yo-ho-ee. 

The Lord made the earth fer poor Adam t' rule. 
But Eve proved his downfall. Say, don't it seem cruel? 
She only used him as a foot-restin' stool — 
Yo-ho, an' yo-ho-ee. 

In England, fair land of the noble an' brave. 
The Suffering-gettes sometimes find a bad grave. 
When windows with rocks they do solemly cave — 
Yo-ho, an' yo-ho-ee. 

But fellows, an' workers, yuh bet your sweet life 
That I've got at home just the cutest small wife. 
Who couldn't scare me with a big carvin' knife — 
Yo-ho, an' yo-ho-ee. 

Hey, fellows! Quick! Hurry! Git out of my way! 

Yo-ho. an' yo-ho-ee; 
Fer there comes my wife, an' she knows it's pay-day! 

Yo-ho, an' yo-ho-ee. 

— Stuart Lower. 
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ltv.«3prit^ I vroJk. i(r^ -meadoWvS fair. 
Or 5kep out ittthe vale, 

l6eek. the coarut^ jali. 

^ * Jtearuin^ brcakjast there l^eT 
Avia\{ tf'orri vmow and hail 5 
a cot 1 6i\ooze and drcQitC 
Ue in. the courvty jail . I ^ ^ 

Jiv jail.ot uork Ik aiuays tree, j ^ 

Irest tiiere ail day lotv^^^ 
Arid nothing seems to trout iHne 
II5 jvit where 1 \)z[q^. 

wheiAthe mbe^ui5 to 5hine, 
A^Qjn Iride the trel^Kt. 
Once morel walkthpTxiilixiad line, 
^om early until late < 
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Helen Goetz is a native of Spokane, and was 
born here Sept. 27, 1893. She has been en- 
rolled in this school since her Freshman yeai, 
in the Household Arts course. Everybody 
knows and likes Helen, and when it comes to 
handling the basket-ball, she is like a streak of 
lightning. 



Ralph Evans was born at Brooksfield, Mis- 
souri, Sept. 1 , 1 892. He has attended North 
Central for four years, and is enrolled in the 
Commercial course. Ralph has always taken a 
promment part m class affairs, and has always 
been a loyal member of Jan. '1 3. 



Selma Engstrom was born in this city on 
Nov. 24, 1894. She has spent four years in 
the North Central, being enrolled in the House- 
hold Arts course. Selma is a jolly, attractive 
girl, one of our best workers, and, as a reward, 
has been awarded a commencement oration. 



' '^^^^7^ ^^^^ Curtis Shoemaker was born in Spokane, 

"a -st^ ■ f March 9, 1895. He was in the Coeur d'Alene 
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High School for two years and two years in 
North Central. He is enrolled in the General 
course. Curtis is a member of the class play 
cast, taking one of the character rolls, and will 
win much fame for our class. 
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Ellen Nass was born in Bellingham, Wash- 
ington, May II, 1893. Ellen has been n 
member of Jan. '13 all through high school, 
and will be graduated from the Classical course. 
Although she has taken school life seriously 
she has been amply rewarded by the grades and 
extra credits that she has received. 



Ruth Sapp was born at Mt. Vernon, Ohio, 
Dec. 29, 1892. Ruth was in the Waterville 
High School one year, and has been three years 
in our school. She is enrolled in the Classical 
course. Ruth is a popular member of the class. 



Frances Miller was born April 1 9, I 892, in 
Spokane. She has been a loyal member of 
North Central High for four years, and com- 
pletes the Household Arts course. Always quiet 
and helpful, she has had no difficulty in win- 
ning the praise of teachers and schoolmates. 



Ethel l erry was born Jan. 1 4, 1 894, in 
Wilbur, Washington, and graduates from the 
General course. Elhel is a sweet, attractive 
girl, and a popular member of the graduating 
class. 
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Elizabeth Corcoran, one of our best known 
and best liked members, was born Feb. 19, 
1894, at Granite, Montana. Elizabeth has 
always taken a prominent part in class and school 
affairs, and has gained mny honors, among them 
the Vice President of the Senior A Class, and 
being elected a commencement orator. 

Floyd Ellis was born Oct. 22, 1 894, at Day- 
ton, Washington. He has attended (he North 
Central for four years, and will be graduated 
from the Classical course. Jan. '13 is justly 
proud of Floyd's work along dramatic and ora- 
torical lines, and he has been given a part in 
the Senior A class play, and a commencement 
oration. 

Alda Coutts was born Feb. 19, 1894, at 
Moscow, Idaho, and graduates from the House- 
hold Arts course after four years of work in 
the North Central. Alda is always willing to 
help the class and its members, and, as a re- 
ward, will win fame in the Senior A class play. 

Ross Doty was born May 15. 1895, at 
Harrison, Idaho. He spent the fore part of 
his high school days in the Harrison and Lew 
iston schools. Although Ross has been with 
us for but two years and a half, he has won 
much praise from his teachers, and a great deal 
of fame in Psychology. 



Ethel Wiedeman was born Dec. 20, 1892, 
in Woodhull, North Dakota. After spending 
two years in the Minot High School in that 
state, she came to the North Central, where 
she graduates from the General course. Ethel 
is a quiet, sweet-tem[)ered girl and has taken a 
foremost part in all school activities. 

Mae Frans was born Jan. 22, 1 894, in 
Spokane. She has been enrolled at North Cen- 
tral for four years, and will be graduated from 
the General course. Although Mae is rather 
quiet, she is a fine girl when you know her, and 
has many friends in school. 

Mildred Pinkham was born March I, 1892, 
in St. Paul, Minnesota. Mildred has attended 
three high schools. Half Moon Prairie High 
School, Broadway High of Seattle, and lastly. 
North Central; but although she is not one of 
our charter members, she is just as loyal as 
though she had been here for four years. She 
will be graduated from the General course. 

Elaine Culliton was born at Des Moines, 
Iowa, Jan. 23, 1894. For four years she has 
been one of us, and has been enrolled in the 
Household Arts course. You will never forget 
that she is a member of Jan. '13, one of its 
most popular members, and also prominent in 
the class play. 



Fifty -ninf 



Bernice Hare was born Oct. 25, 1893, near 
Loon Lake, Washington. She has been an 
attendant at North Central for four years, and 
has many pleasant memories of her high school 
life. Bernice is a prominent member of the 
Tamarack Staff, Reporter to the Tamarack 
from the Senior A Class, and one of its popular 
members. 

Gust Janson was born June 30, 1 892, in 
Spokane. He has attended North Central for 
four years, and graduates from the Commercial 
course. Gust doesn't care for the girls and is 
not what you would call a ladies' man, but he 
is right there when it comes to "flashlights," and 
typewriting. 

Ruth Hocking was born June 22, 1893, in 
Crystal Falls, Michigan. All her high school 
life has been spent in Spokane, although in both 
schools, and she graduates from the General 
course. The better you know Ruth, the better 
you like her, and she is a sincere, good friend 
to all. 

Edgar E. Smith was born at Springfield, 
Missouri, Aug. 13, 1895. He is enrolled in 
the Scientific course. He has been four and 
one-half years in North Central and is quiet, 
but a good student and friend. 



Elmer Roedel was born April 13, 1895, in 
Chicago, Illinois. Elmer has attended North 
Central for tour years, and will complete the 
Commercial course this month. On account 
of his great class spirit and boosting, Elmer has 
been awarded with the position of Business Man- 
ager for the class play, also Assistant Business 
Manager of the Tamarack. 

Effie Knudson was born July 29, 1893, in 
Barion, Wisconsin. She has attended North 
Central for four years, and will be graduated 
from the Commercial course. Effie has one of 
the sunniest dispositions and sweetest smiles in 
the North Central High School. 

Herman Howe was born Aug. 27, 1894, in 
Butte, Montana. He has attended North 
Central High School for four years, and has 
taken the Classical course. Herman can cer- 
tainly hold his own, when it comes to scholastic 
work, and is the possessor of many honors; 
being Editor-in-Chief of the Tamarack, and 
winner of the highest grades of any North Cen- 
tral graduate. 

Villa Clark was born Feb. 3, 1892, at North 
Platte, Nebraska. She has attended the North 
Central for four years, and graduates from the 
General course. Villa will be remembered as 
occupying the first seat in school, therefore she 
deserves one of the first places in our memory. 
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Iris Soloman was born June 21, 1893, in 
Trinidad, Colorado, and graduates from the 
General course. She is good-natured and has 
always been willing to help in supporting and 
boosting the Class of January, 1913. 



Leslie Sanderson was born in London, Eng- 
land, Feb. 5, 1895. He was in the Sprague 
High School for one-half year, and has been 
four years in North Central, and is enrolled in 
the General course. Leslie is President of our 
class, and also one of our orators. 



Fae Sandall was born at St. Louis, Michi- 
gan, Oct. 31. 1894. She is enrolled in the 
Manual Arts course, and has been four years 
in North Central. Fae is a good student, and 
has won the resf)ect of her teachers and the 
friendship of her schoolmates. 



George Woodcock was born July 2, 1 892, 
in Cumberland, Wisconsin, and graduates from 
the Manual Arts course. He has been an 
active member of the class, and has greatly 
aided the different institutions of the school with 
his art work. 
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Linda Diehl was born Dec. 12, 1892, in this 
city. Linda has attended the North Central fo' 
four years, and is to be graduated from the 
Commercial course. She is a quiet, unassum- 
ing person, who has won a place in our hearts 
by her sunny smile. 

Athol Gorrill was born Sept. 12, 1893, at 
Lake Chelan, Washington, is one of our most 
loyal members, who has attended North Cen- 
tral for four years, and is enrolled in the Scien- 
tific course. Athol never was unusually studious, 
but he is a great worker for the class, and one 
of the finest, all-round good fellows in the high 
school. 

Gracia Nicholas was born Jan. 28, I 894, in 
Warren, Ohio. She has attended North Cen- 
tral for four years, being enrolled in the Gen- 
eral course, and has been a prominent partaker 
in class and school activities all through high 
school, winning praise for her ability along dra- 
matic lines. 

Joseph Davis was born in Wet Mountain 
Valley, Colorado, Oct. 25, 1894. Joseph has 
attended North Central High School for four 
years, and graduates from the General course. 
Although small in stature, he holds by no means 
a small place in the pleasant memories of our 
high school days. 
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Lolita Cook was born Nov. 13, 1893, in 
Spokane, and graduates from the Household 
Arts course, after four years in this school. 
Lolita takes a prominent part in the class play. 
You can spot her anywhere by her jolly smile 
and her ever-twinkling eyes. 



Harrison Donovan was born March 3, 
1895, at Devil's Lake, North Dakota. He 
has attended North Central for four years, and 
is a member of the Scientific course. His 
scholastic ability has won for him a place on 
the honor roll. 



Dora Doak was born April 4, 1893, in Spo- 
kane. She has spent four years in North Cen- 
tral, and is enrolled in the Household Arts 
course. Dora is a small but by no means in- 
significant member of the Class of Jan. ' 1 3, 
and has won much praise from her teachers. 



/if 



Gerald Tuttle was born April 7, 1894, in 
Ritzville, Washington. He is graduating from 
the Scientific course. Gerald is a dandy good 
fellow and is going to win fame for the class 
in the play, "The Private Secretary." Here's 
hoping that his presentation of the character of 
Mr. Cattermole will not fascinate him so much 
that he will follow it in later days. 
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Harold Merrin was born June 11,1 893, in 
Madison, Ohio. He has spent four years in 
North Central, and will be graduated from the 
Manual Arts course. Harold has been a mem- 
ber of the football squad, and holds the record 
for peaceful quiet, as he has never been known 
to get "peeved." 



Laura Smith was born July I 7, 1 894, in 
Duluth, Minnesota, where she attended high 
school until a year ago. Laura is a quiet, un- 
assuming girl and has won many friends during 
her year at North Central. 

Howard Rouse was born Dec. 28, 1892, in 
Mason City, Nebraska. He has been a loyal 
and valued member of North Central ail 
through his course, with the exception of a half 
year spent at Lewis and Clark High. There is 
no need to tell anyone about Rouse. We all 
know his fame and lightning speed, when it 
comes to handling the pigskin, and North Cen- 
tral loses in him a valuable man. 

Gertrude Upton was born April 15, 1895, 
in Cresco, Iowa, and graduates from the Clas- 
sical course. She is a good-natured, jolly girl, 
much liked by her teachers for her good work. 
In her average she stood fourth in her class and 
was rewarded by Mr. Hargreaves, who gave 
her an oration. 
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Alfred Deibert was born at Spangle, Wash- 
ington, April 26, 1894. He has attended 
N. C. H. S. for four years, and will be gradu- 
ated from the General course. While a quiet 
boy in school, we all know that that is the kind 
that becomes famous in later years. 



t 




L. W. SAW 1 ELLt: 
Class Director 
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"THE PRIVATE SECRETARY.' 



The Senior class play, "The Private Secretary," given in the North Central 
auditorium, Friday, January seventeenth, was one of the big events of the year. 
The play is a "scream" from the time the curtain rises on the troubles of Douglas 
Cattermole to the grand finale at the end of the third act. The leading roles 
are taken by Floyd Ellis and Gracia Nicholas. 

The play is the story of a young man, who, with the aid of his friend, 
Harry Marsland, starts out to sow his "wild oats" at an early age in order to 
satisfy the whim of a rich and very eccentric old uncle. His impersonation of 
the private secretary to Mr. Marsland, the sudden and unexpected appearance 
of the real private secretary on the scene, the appearance of the old uncle him- 
self, and the endless complications that follow furnish the basis of an interesting 
and exciting plot. To those who saw the play it is unnecessary to mention the 
character work of Wayne Durham as the real private secretary — "d'you 
know" — the futile attempt of the ambitious tailor to break into the "upper crust," 
or the Spiritualism of Miss Ashford with its laughable results, to recall the pleas- 
ures of the evening. It was certainly a production worth seeing. 

The cast of the play was as follows : 



Mr. Marsland 

Harry Marsland 

Mr. Cattermole 

Douglas Cattermole 

Rev. Robert Spalding. 
Mr. Sydney Gibson ... 

John 

Knox 

Edith Marsland 

Eva Webster 

Mrs. Stead 

Miss Ashford 



.Athol Gorrill 
Edwin Raney 
Gerald Tuttle 
Floyd Ellis 



..Wayne Durham 
Curtis Shoemaker 



Ralph Evans 
.Edgar Smith 



Gracia Nicholas 



Lolita Cook 
Alda Coutts 



Elaine Culliton 
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Class Ipistofy 



Four years ago to High we proudly came, 

A class of rare intelligence and fame. 

How little did we know of trial and care. 

Of troubles which we all should bravely share. 

Our hearts were light, for we had never had 

A thing in our school days to make us sad. 

But now at once we plunged into our books 

To learn of Greek and scientific cooks, 

And then our school activities began 

To fill our minds with many a creative plan. 

At our first meeting, officers we chose, 

A very fine group, as their record shows. 

In literary, athletics, and debate. 

Our class immediately showed how great 

Her members were; and to this very day 

The honor and the fame has come our way. 

We chose our colors — cherry rich and gray. 

And every member solemnly did say. 

May these colors never fail to shield 

The "Red and Black" in hish school, track, or field. 

Until the bright Spring days and sunny nooks 

Called us away from the drudgery of books 

We kept our pace and set the mark for all 

Whom in the future we would Freshies call 

Vacation over; all returned again. 

This time our ranks increased by ten times ten. 

How solemn and how dignified we were. 

For now our underclassmen made the stir. 

Now to bring new interest to the mass. 



Scienly 



New officers were chosen by the class. 

The girls had joined the woman suffragettes 

And chosen leaders to the boys' regrets. 

The boys then formed the "anti-woman's rights," 

And tried to win by speeches and torch lights. 

Campaign speeches were made in every room. 

Each party thought it saw the other's doom. 

Interest was fiery, hot, intense. 

The boys were strong and sure of their defense. 

But hark! the suffragettes had won at last. 

And women's rights were upheld by the class. 

And from our meetings stayed those faithful boys 

To help at home and learn the household joys. 

But soon to other things our minds appealed. 

And prospects of a party were revealed. 

The halls of this dear school were ornamented 

With colors and with f>ennants; be contented. 

Oh, what a joyous time we had that night! 

The songs of Mrs. Hargreaves did delight. 

And many recitations did we hear 

From Mr. Sawtelle, which we hailed with cheer. 

The grand march through the hall with maidens fair 

Is not forgotten 'midst our toils and care. 

And thus our Freshman year came to a close. 

And quickly then our Sophomore spirit rose. 

One-quarter of our race we now had done, 

The struggles in our path were partly won. 

But grief o'ershadowed all our spacious hall 

And chilled us with its silent pall: 

The angel Death had called a precious friend. 

Whose life was filled with beauty to the end. 

We missed his face, his friendly morning greeting. 

His smile and cheerful word at every meeting. 

A tree was planted for this faithful one, 

In memory of kind acts and deeds once done. 

It was the first our campus to adorn. 

And filled our hearts with pride each happy mom. 

Amidst our rank there was a worthy one 



To carry out the work he left undone. 
In all our daily work and all our play, 
*Tis he who helped us win the goal each day. 

The time for us was speeding quickly by. 

And so a picnic we decided to try. 

The Ten A class invited us to go 

To join in all the sports and swim and row. 

And after all the joyful games were over 

To eat a damty luncheon in the clover. 

At last the good old summer time was here 

And all were planning outings far and near. 

Amidst the joyous times of our vacation. 

Our sister school was wrecked by conflagration. 

September came again with book and rule 

And South Side students shared our new high school. 

And so a different plan was then devised. 

And all the classes were disorganized. 

Full eighteen months were passed without events, 

Which checked our onward march toward eminence. 

But Providence to patience sends reward. 

By their departure classes were restored; 

And then at last we reached our Senior year. 

The one that underclassmen all revere. 

We soon were known as the "illustrious class" 

That every one in vain strove to surpass. 

First, class pins were selected with great care. 

Most charming ones that all were proud to wear. 

And after that in order to proclaim 

Our merits and our well deserved fame, 

A class song, which, indeed, you will avow 

Quite fitting, was composed by Herman Howe. 

But Time does fly, so most of us believe, 

And soon the class of nineteen twelve would leave 

Our midst. 'Twas then we gave our Pot-Pourri, 

An entertainment which successfully 

Was managed and enabled us to make 

Plans for a picnic to a near-by lake. 

Sevenly-livo 



Upon the eighth of June we fixed the date. 

Reverses came, for unrelenting Fate 

Ordained that it should rain. Between the showers, 

Howe'er, were spent some very happy hours. 

In playing tennis, rowing on the lake. 

And when the train appeared at night to take 

Us to our homes, that such a pleasant day 

Had ne'er before been spent, we heard them say. 

As Senior A's, with dignity and grace. 

Inspired, an ideal class we filled the place. 

Our aid was greatly sought in every task 

In German club, debating, and The Masque. 

Our members won great praise; and, too, our Play 

Was called the greatest seen for many a day. 

Also our class memorial surpassed 

Those left by any others of the past. 

The happiest days of all our life are o'er. 

And soon these spacious halls we'll roam no more. 

To those who fill our place we wish success; 

And to our teachers gratefully express 

Our thanks for all that they have said or done 

To aid us to success and victories won. 

Our eyes are dimming as we call goodbye 

And turn away with a regretful sigh. 

But so it is, we all must say adieu. 

Farewell, North Central, a long life to you. 

— Fae Sandall, Dora Doak, Ellen Nass. 




Seventy-three 




cia00 mm 

LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT OF THE CLASS 
OF JANUARY THIRTEEN. 

Be it remembered by all who shall hereafter follow the flow'ry paths of 
knowledge through the halls of the North Central High School, that we, the 
illustrious Class of January Thirteen, being of sound mind and of a disposing 
memory, although rapidly drawing near to the inevitable end, do make and 
publish this, our last will and testament, to-wit: 

FIRST — We direct that our executor borrow, on our credit, money enough 
to pay our just debts. 

SECOND — To the Freshman Class we devise and bequeath all the tin 
and paper boxes, spools, string, marbles, and chewing gum which can be found 
in Room 2 1 4 and for which we have no further use. 

THIRD — To Mr. Collins' future Psychology Classes we give and be- 
queath the epoch-making work of Ross Doty, Gerald Tuttle, and Howard Rouse, 
entitled "The Dynamic Phase of Consciousness." 

FOURTH— To the Senior B Class we give and bequeath our super- 
fluous wisdom and our distinguished appearance, both of which they lack at the 
present lime. 

FIFTH— To the Senior B Yelling Squad we leave Edwin Raney, hopinc 
that his heavy bass voice will be a welcome addition and that he will fill a long- 
felt want. 

SIXTH— To the German III students we give and bequeath our beloved 
copies of Schiller's little classic, "Wilheim Tell." 

SEVENTH — To the Germanistiche Gesellschaft we willfully donate 
Alfred Deibert's German pronunciation. 

EIGHTH— To "Dutch" Van Dissel we give and bequeath Geneva White 
to keep him company on his way to school. 

NINTH— To the hereinafter mentioned couples we devise and bequeath 
the dark corners in the upper hall for spooning purposes. Namely: Mary 
Ma-ee and Delbert Frances; Margaret Hunter and Ira Ketcham; Helen Crocket' 
ai.d Tom Allen. 

TENTH — To the Agricultural Class we give and bequeath Lewis and 
Clark's goat to be used for experimental purposes. 

Sei'entj-foiir 




ELEVENTH — To the Domestic Science Department we give and be- 
queath the formula for a marvelous breakfast food know-n as Expurgated Wheat 
or U-Need-a-Bayla-Hay Biscuits, discovered and perpetrated by Senior A 
chemists under the direction of Doctor Benefiel. 

TWELFTH — To the Engineering and Scientific Society we give and be- 
queath three boxes of U-Need-a-Bayla-Hay Biscuits for experimental and sci- 
entific purposes. 

THIRTEENTH — To the Debating Society we devise and bequeath the 
following question which several Congressmen failed to settle, lo-wit: Resolved, 
That knock-knees are a greater menace to navigation that bow-legs. 

FOURTEENTH — To the Masque Literary Society we devise and be- 
iiueath the following: The original manuscript of our will, also all other manu- 
scripts and papers which contain material of greater sense but less value, such as 
"Demosthenes" Ellis' Orations and Bernice Hare's Collection of Ancient Jokes. 

FIFTEENTH — To the Zoology Department we give and bequeath the 
Republican Elephant and the Progressive Bull Moose, to be kept by them until 
the next presidential election. 

SIXTEENTH — We appoint Mr. Sawtelle executor to carry out the pro- 
visions of this will. 

Signed and sealed the 26th of December, 1912. 

THE CLASS OF JANUARY' THIRTEEN. 
CODICIL. 
There Tvere three seniors who Tvroie 
The Will above thai Tve quote. 
Their rvant of all sense 
Was something immense. 
Which made them all persons of note. 

Witnesses: 

GUST JANSON, 
EFFIE KNUDSON, 
EDGAR SMITH. 
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January, 1912. 
A cavern. Al the left front, a boiling cauldron. Thunder. 
Enter three Witches. 



First IVilch: 
Second Witch : 
Third Witch: 

First Witch: 



All: 

Second Witch : 

Mr. H.: 
All: 

Mr. h.i 



Thrice hath the office call been given. 

Thrice and once the corridors cleared. 

Miss Bemis cries, " ' Tis time, 'tis time. 
For the bells have rung the hour of nine!" 

Round about the cauldron go ; 
In Miss Roger's pastry throw: 
Puddings that have never won 
Prizes under moon or sun. 
That unsuspecting victims got. 
Boil ye first in the charmed pot. 

Double, double, toil and trouble. 
Teachers scold and tempers bubble. 

By the burning of my ear. 
Someone learned doth appear. 

Enter Mr. Hargreaves. 

How now, you secret, black, and midnight hags! 
What is't you do 

We show a future true. 

I conjure you, by that which you profess, 
Howe'er you come to know it, answer me: 
Even till destruction sicken ; answer me 
To what I ask you. 
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First [Vitch: 
>conJ Witch: 
Third Witch: 
Mr. H.: 

first Witch: 

Mr. H.: 

All: 

Mr. H.: 
^irst Witch: 

First Apparition: 



Speak. 

Demand. 

We'll answer. 

Forecast the class, the best that e'er was seen. 
Of January, Nineteen Hundred and Thirteen. 

Wouldst rather hear it from our mouths. 
Or from our master's? 

Call 'em, let me see 'em. 

Come high, come low, athletic fiend ; 
And tell the fates that you have gleaned. 

Thunder. First Apparition, a Football Player. 
Tell me, thou cunning power, — 

He knows thy thought: 
Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 

R. T., R. T., R. T.. Remember Howard Rouse! 
His day is past on football field and track. 
But he'll return, M. D., to set each broken back! 
In sp>orting circles, the speculation saner 
Heralds Joseph Davis as the trainer 
Of Harold Merrin, now the new "white hope;" 
With disadvantage, Davis well can cope. 
And act as surgeon, dietician, nurse. 
While Athol Gorrill deftly holds the purse. 
An Atalanta fleet will be found in Bernice Hare, 
But she'll Marathon no more when she's caught her Waller 
When Walt is quiet, Bernice will depend [rare; 

St'venty-sfvm 



For solace upon Helen Goetz, her friend. 
The champion basket-ball and tennis player. 
Who soon will marry Edgar Smith, the mayor. 

Disappears. 

Mr. H. : 

Whate'er thou art, for thy good forecast thanks ; 
Thou'st read my thoughts aright ; but one word more — ■ 

Second Witch : 

He will not be commanded; we'll call again. 

Round about the cauldron go; 

Conjure up another show ! 

Lock from Lienau's shiny pate 

In the cauldron meets its fate ; 

Eye of Fehr, and frown of Kaye, 

Wisp of Broomhall's radiant ray; 

End of Bechtel's ready tongue. 

Lobe of Miller's lusty lung; 

For a charm for stomach trouble. 

Like cafe broth boil and bubble — 

Ho-hum ! ho-hum ! the next doth come. 

More potent than the first. 

Thunder. Second Apparition, a Domestic Science Cirl. 

Second Apparition: 

Be cautious, wise ! Your ever pleasant looks 
Distract th' attention of Miss Hitchcock's cooks. 
They're youthful; but the class to graduate 
Has many cooks, of whom now list the fate. 
There's Dora Doak: her trusty rolling-pin 
Will roll out pies and Hubby dear break in ; 
Miss Alda Coutts as Mrs. Stead 's acquired 
An art of which she never will be tired; 
Elmer Roedel will run a bakery line 
And Woodcock then will cookies rich design ; 
Iris Solomon will cook at Medical Lake, 
Where some unwittingly of food partake; 
And Frances Miller will be dietician 
In a far-off hospital, where she'll find her mission; 
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Third Witch: 
first Witch: 
Second Witch: 
Third Witch: 



ihird Apparition: 
Mr. H.: 

i hird Apparition: 



Her only rival will be Elizabeth, 
Who toiling there will talk her 'most to death; 
Curtis and Gracia will make a happy pair. 
No need for Cook, since Curtis lives on air ; 
And poor Lolita, plunged in grief so deep. 
Will spend her years in catching up on sleep. 

Disappears. 

Hush! 

Hush! 

Speak not ! 

You'll break the charm! 

Round about the cauldron vast; 
In its fiery depths we'll cast 
Grammar, themes, and ragged verse. 
And other things that students curse; 
Long and Channing take their turns; 
Watch each gladly as it burns ; 
Lab'ratories! strip 'em bare. 
Measures, wires, and all else there; 
Heave along with all these fixtures, 
H-'S and CI mixtures! — 
Lo! Behold! a spirit sage; 
List the wisdom from his page! 
Thunder. Third Apparition, a Student. 

R. T., R. T., R. T.! 

Had I Miss Fargo's ears, I'd hear thee. 

Be watchful, bold, and resolute! Take care! 
Of truants, tardies, absentees, beware! 
From out this magic book I've lately read 
That from Ethel Terry's brilliant radiant head. 
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Mr. H.i 

First Witch: 
Second IVitch : 
First Witch: 



Second Witch : 



In time to come, seductive dramas great 

With wondrous skill and speed will emanate. 

Anxiety will prey on Linda- Diehl, 

And naught her wounded heart can ever heal, 

Except the ardent love of Georgie Teel. 

The great refKDrter of the coming age 

Will gain her wealth of knowledge from a sage; 

So Mildred Pinkham will herself concede. 

When si>eaking of Ruth Sapp, renowned in deed. 

Whose ready skill will comfort and command 

As Red Cross nurse in far-off Zululand. 

Of Doctor Evans this book doth also say. 

In Science' name a fortune great he'll pay 

For human brains to deftly analyze; 

With foresight rare Ross Doty will the prize 

Accept, and leave it as his last bequest 

In prudent trust for those he loves the best. 

Wayne Durham' 11 leave you in the course of time. 

New rungs of knowledge at the U. to climb. 

Disappears. 

Sweet bodements ! Good ! and yet my heart 
Throbs for something more: tell me, if your art 
Can tell so much. 



We 



We will impart! 



Claw the eyes out of the Masque ; 
Throw them in with all we ask : 
Christmas parties, masquerades. 
Picnics in the woodland glades. 
Try-outs for new membership. 
In the cauldron stir and dip. 

Members once again throw in ; 
*Tis a puzzle to begin : 
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Eloquence their chests inflating. 
Ah ! I see, they are debating. 
In, thou Room Two Hundred Five, 
And Overman, who's still alive; 
In, thou hovering ghost Sawtelle, 
And thou lingering Paine pell-mell. 

Third Wiich: 

Flaxen hair and sky-blue eyes. 
Wooden shoes and large neckties. 
Two astounding names; oh, my! 
Ne'er the German Club pass by. 
In, with Fish and one Fehr throat. 
Also Heine's "Schwarz und Rot." 
Thunder. Fourth Apparition, a SocielX) Queen. 
Fourth Apparition: 

Miss Ruth E. Hocking for ambition's sake. 

Will find her way to Bingville, where she'll make 

Her home. Amelia Tucker she'll supplant. 

And be their social queen most eminent. 

A sadder fate awaits Arvilla Clark, 

Whose eyes divine will catch a money shark. 

He'll break her heart, and she'll repine through life. 

Fae Sandall next will be the charming wife 

Of Equador's ambassador to Spain ; 

In his esteem, a queen she will remain. 

On graduating Laura Smith will go 

To Newport by the sea, where wealth will flow 

Into her hands. She'll be a baseball fan. 

Gust Janson, always such a lady's man. 

Will move to Hillyard when he's forty-eight; 

Through advertising he will find his mate. 

Miss Effie Knudson, once the social star 

Of Old North Central High School, known afar. 

For friends most true when she grows very fat. 

Will choose a noisy parrot and a cat. 

Disappears. 

Flourish. 

Mr. H.: 

What noise is that? 
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First Witch: 
Second IViicli: 
Third Witch: 



First Witch: 



Fifth Apparition: 



Mr. H.: 
All: 

Mr. H.: 



Show ! 

Show ! 

Show ! 

Discords from the orchestra throw; 
From the chorus, weird notes low ; 
Jangle of the quartet's air 
In the mixture has its share. 
Close the charm within a trice 
By throwing in instructive Rice. 

Show his eyes if he must know. 
And grieve his heart with many a woe. 
Thunder. Fifth Apparition, a Musician. 

Of Gerald Tuttle much has late been said 

How he by love of music will be led, 

And lose the perfect balance of his head. 

When Ethel Wiedeman's marvelous voice is weaker 

She'll be Miss Abernethy's fav'rite speaker. 

A musical composer of high class 

You'll find most certainly in Ellen Nass; 

While Alfred Deibert, her accepted mate. 

By singing songs, sensations will create. 

The graceful touch and talent of Elaine, 

The influence rare of music will make plain. 

And the fame of Old North Central, ne'er will die 

While the pupils of Mae Frans with others vie. 

Disappear: 

What else? 

Seek to know no more. 

I will be satisfied: deny me this 
And an eternal curse fall on you. 
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Let me know the future of the Honor Roll. 
Thunder. Sixth Apparition, a Scholar. 

Sixth Apparition: 

I come to tell good news, for I am sent 

To herald Herman Howe Vice President, 

The running mate of Debs in Twenty-four, 

Already rich in socialistic lore. 

The second member on your Honor Roll, 

Floyd Ellis, with undying thirst of soul 

For fame, O fickle, faithless fortune hard ! 

Will earn a token of the State's regard, 

A Walla Walla trip, expenses paid. 

Your Gertrude Upton, stern and staid old maid. 

Will matron be of Cheney's Old Folk s Home — 

One harmless cherished inmate just from Nome, 

Les Sanderson, well known the country through, 

A martyr to his "Education New." 

H. Donovan, the lad of many books. 

Devouring them with lean and hungry looks. 

Like Cassius in the mighty days of old. 

Of him this little story has been told: 

A simple strong contrivance he'll invent, 

That for all time will certainly prevent 

His pile of books upon his arms so thin 

From pressing quite so hard against his chin. 

To Selma Engstrom, there will come a taste 

Of fame, for in her record-breaking haste 

To wedlock, slyly on commencement night. 

With Dorsey she's prepared for secret flight; 

For them will wait a license and a judge. 

This ends the tale. Remain the peerless fame 

Of January, Thirteen's honored name. 

Disappears. 

With apologies to Shakespeare, 

RALPH EVANS, 
FRANCES MILLER. 
ETHEL WIEDEMAN, 
ELIZABETH CORCORAN. 
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Z\)t il^ortl) Central J^tgl; ^cl)ool 



/^g- T IS one of the ironies of fate that we can never fully appreciate just 
11 how much a thing means to us at the time when we are receiving its 
benefits. This is a rule that invariably holds true. Only after we have 
known what it is to be without a home do we realize what home has been to us; 
only after a true friend has been taken away do we really appreciate the mean- 
ing of friendship; and only after we leave the North Central will we realize just 
how deeply the Alma Mater of our high school days has impressed itself in 
our hearts. 

On the eve of graduation we look back over the four years of our high 
school life, and memories of the pleasures, the experiences, and most of all the 
everlasting friendships that we have made come back to us with renewed force 
and meaning. Now we are about to leave the North Central and enter the 
broader and wider path of life, and we realize for the first time how much these 
memories mean to us and how dear they will be to us when we pause in the 
course of our work in the world to look backward at our high school career. 
For the first time we realize how valuable is the chapter of our life that is about 
to be closed. 

For four years the North Central High School has fostered us, broadened 
our lives and our conceptions, and been the ideal of our hearts. For lour years 
it has guided us, taught us to meet the problems of life, and now it is sending us 
forth to fight the battle not against the world but for the world and for humanity. 
This is what the North Central has meant to us, and our debt to that institution 
is one of the debts than can never be paid. From the North Central High School 
we have received everything, but in return we can give only our loyal gratitude 
and support. 
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2i i^tgl) t)cl)ool Diploma 



N COMMENCEMENT evening forty-five Seniors will receive the 
rewards for which they have been struggling during their high school 
course in the shape of diplomas of graduation. And the question arises. 
What is the value of a high school diploma? Why should the students looi; 
forward to its reception as the one big event of their high school careers? The 
diploma grants no special privileges to the holder. It does not, like the collegp 
diploma, permit the recipient to write distinguishing letters after his name, nor 
does it qualify him to enter a profession, to say that he is fitted to undertake this 
oi that task in life. It fails to bring with it any of the material benefits or advan- 
tages that are connected with the graduation from institutions of higher learning, 
and the question again forces itself to our attention: Of what value is a high 
school diploma? 

After receiving the prize to which he has been looking forward for four 
years, the graduate will probably take it home, put it in a frame and hang i! 
on the wall, if he happens to have such a frame handy, or put it in some out-o(- 
tl.e-way place and forget all about it. Nine out of every ten will never hav 
cause to refer to it again. But still the diploma must have some value in order 
to be so attractive to the undergraduate. It must be something more than a 
mere ornament, a worthless piece of paper tied up in a ribbon, else the night of 
graduation would not be considered the one night of the whole four years. 

The high school diploma is simply an indication that the holder has, to the 
satisfaction of his instructors, completed the work required of him with a cred- 
itable amount of success. Its real value, then, depends upon the student. In 
itself the diploma means very little, but when the student has really applied 
himself, when he has gotten out of the work what it was intended he should get, 
ilb value can hardly be estimated. Members of the North Central High School, 
it is up to you! If you are intending merely to graduate with as little effort as 
possible, if you are working for credits and not for yourselves, you will find the 
diploma utterly worthless. On the other hand, if you conscientiously go about 
the task of educating yourselves, of making your high school course what it should 
be to you, you will be well rewarded on commencement night. What you put 
info your work is what you will get out of it, no more and no less, and the value 
of the diploma you receive depends entirely upon you. 

Let us hope that the value of a North Central diploma will always be as 
great as we all wish it to be. And let us do all in our power to make it so. 
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;^ College €liucation 



T THE close of his high school career the graduate is brought face to 
face with the all important question of whether he shall continue his 
education in the institutions of higher learning or whether he shall enter 
the still greater school of life and business experience. This is, perhaps, the most 
important, the most vital question that he has to answer, and on his decision will 
rest his future career and his whole life. 

There is much to be said on both sides of the question. The answer, in 
many cases, depends upon the graduate: no decision can be arbitrarily made to 
apply to all. For many a college education is practically impossible on account 
of circumstances that cannot be altered ; for others it comes as a matter of course. 
But to the large majority, to whom a college education is not impossible, but, 
on the other hand, is something that requires not a little effort and self-sacrifice, 
the question is one that demands thoughtful studying before a decision can 
be reached. 

In deciding which of the two possible paths he shall choose, the graduate 
must take many things into consideration. He must realize that college educa- 
tion, although by no means necessary to success, is a valuable asset and is becom- 
ing still n-ore valuable as the world progresses. On the other hand he must 
remember that the real value of a college course depends entirely upon himself; 
that it may be worthless or invaluable as he shall choose to make it. He must 
Icike into account the particular line of work for which he is endeavormg to fit 
himself, the expense, and a hundred other things. But one thing he must con- 
sider above ail others, if he wants to be a success in the world, and that is that 
the professional man, the man who specializes in this or that line of work, is the 
man who is going to win out. The market is already overcrowded with unskilled 
laborers; even skilled labor is becoming too plentiful to offer a good field for the 
newcomer in the world of business. But the man who trains his mind as well 
as his hand, who learns to lead rather than to follow, is the man who is sure to 
make himself a success. And in training the mind, in teaching the worker to 
think for himself, to rise above the rank of a human machine, the college educa- 
tion cannot be overvalued. 
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Senior a Class Report 



In this issue for the last time will the Class of January, 1913, be referred 
to in the Tamarack as the Senior A Class. After January we will be succeeded 
as Senior A's by another class just as worthy to be Senior A's of the North 
Central High School as we hope we have been. To promote more friendship 
and sociability during this last month of our attendance here we have planned 
a party and a class day program. 

The party will be in the form of a masquerade affair and will be held in 
the high school gymnasium on or about Tuesday, January the fourteenth. The 
gymnasium will be decorated in the class colors, crimson and gray, and the 
school colors, red and black. Some members of the faculty and the members 
of the class will attend. Those appointed to provide entertainment are Howard 
Rouse, Bernice Hare, and George Teel. 

On the Wednesday before graduation we will have our class day 
program. The program was prepared by Curtis Shoemaker, and it consists 
of these numbers: 



Solo Alfred Deibert 

Vocal Duet Helen Goetz, Gracia Nicholas 

Class Will Gust Janson 

Class Song Class 

A Sketch Ethel Terry, Mildred Pinkham, Ross Doty 

Song, "Alma Mater" Class 

Class Prophecy ..Ralph Evans 

Class History Dora Doak 

Song, "Red and Black" Class 



The committee appointed to write the Class History is composed of Dora 
Doak, Ellen Nass, Fae Sandall; the Prophecy, Ethel Wiedeman, Frances 
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Miller, and Ralph Evans; the Will, Gust Janson, Edgar Smith, and Effie 
Knudson. 

At a recent meeting of the class it was decided to have the rose as our 
class flower. 



Senior 15. 



After the most successful presentation of the "Pow-Wow," the Senior 
B's turned their attention to the banquet for the Senior A's. This affair wai 
held at the Inland Club, Friday evening, January the tenth, at seven o'clock. 
The banquet was planned upon the same elaborate scale that has characterized 
tlie other undertakings of the Class of June, '13. Besides the members of the 
two classes the honor guests were Mr. and Mrs. Hargreaves, Mr. and Mrs. 
Sawtelle, Mr. and Mrs. Ramsey, Mr. and Mrs. Moyer, Mr. and Mrs. Rice, 
ai'd Miss Abernethy. 

After the dinner the following program was given: 



Toastmaster Lee Smith 

The Senior A Mantle Leslie Sanderson 

As They Look to Us ; William Wilson 

Piano Solo Ruth Tewinkle 

Toast to the Class of January, '1 3 Mr. Sawtelle 

N. C. H. S. ! May Its Shadow Lengthen Alan Paine 

Vocal Solo Mrs. Hargreaves 

The Spirit of N. C. H. S Herman Howe 

Callow Youth Mr. Ramsey 

A Point of View Elizabeth Corcoran 

Reading Miss Abernethy 

Soothing Syrup Floyd Ellis 

Piano Solo Rosa Schelling 

Still At It - Mr. Hargreaves 
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Ci)c 3Iuniot a Class 



The Junior A's were too busy working in the interest of the Red and Black 
to prepare a report for the preceding issue of the Tamarack. . But. as our yell- 
master has stated, "they speak for themselves": it is generally admitted tha: 
their achievements have been too conspicuous to ever be overlooked. 

What so troubles our rival classes is the fact that the leaderships of thj 
three big school activities for 1912 were bestowed upon Junior A's. Merle 
Davies, the crack long distance runner, successfully captained the track team. 
He was ably assisted by Frank Taylor. Don Briley, and Jack Abrams, who 
broke the Northwest interscholastic record for throwing the javelm. Captain 
Jack, Don Briley, Art Jones, and Claude Smith all represented their school on 
the gridiron. Two of the four were unanimous choices for positions on the All- 
Northwest selection, and another won a place on the All-Inland Empire team. 
At the present time, you again find Jack in the limelight as captain of the basket- 
ball team. Perhaps you noticed the big write-up which Jack received^ in the 
Review the morning aft6r the Lewis and Clark game. Ben Cowan and "Steve 
are also always on the job. But that is not all. Just to show the confidence 
which the school has in Junior A's, Claude Smith has been elected captain of 
the baseball team for 1913. and Don Briley has been chosen to pilot next year's 
football squad to the championship. So watch our smoke! 

The night of December twentieth was certainly lively. Almost the entire 
class turned cut in the school gymnasium to participate in the many amusements 
which the Social Committee provided. Mr. and Mrs. Hargreaves, Mr. and 
Mrs. Moyer, Mr. and Mrs. Woodward, Miss Elizabeth Kaye, and Miss Ger- 
trude Kaye were the honorary guests of the class. All the girls appeared iii 
short dresses and wore their hair in braids. The costumes of the boys varied ah 
the way from a clown suit to the simple short trousers and blouse of an old 
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fashioned "kid." Cap pistols, juice harps, marbles, stick candy, and all kinds 
of toys took the Juniors "back to babyland." 

The games were all well arranged and very entertaining. Mr. Wood- 
ward's "swatting" game was particularly amusing. One student would chase 
and continually knock another on the head with a large knotted towel until the 
latter had completely encircled a ring. Although we have never been able to 
seriously knock Mr. Hargreaves, Mr. Moyer, or Mr. Woodward, we were able 
to do so in fun at least. Many old-time games were also played and enjoyed. 
Ferris Gehrke, accompanied by Berta Hindley on the piano, then sang "Take Me 
Back to Baby Land." Little Alvin House followed with a recitation. 

Santa Claus, who was well represented by Mr. Moyer, was the next to 
appear. After all had seated themselves around the large Christmas tree, each 
received a little toy as a souvenir of the occasion. 

The party was concluded with the serving of refreshments in the school 
cafe. The boys were supposed to draw for partners, but certain love-stncken 
youths had things prearranged. Everyone went home greatly relieved from the 
trials and cares of three months of school. 

This report is written not to cast any undue praise upon the class of January, 
14, but merely to inspire the other classes to the hopeless task of defeating us. 
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Just before the Christmas vacation we held a class meetmg and decided to 
have a "Bingville Party," but on account of the near approach of vacation we 
postponed this party to a date immediately following the holidays. The whole 
class expects to turn out to this and there will be many interesting features which 
will be carefully reported in the next issue of The Tamarack. So watch for 
our repMjrt in the next issue, for it will contain a complete account of the "Big 
Doin's in Bingville!" 

We look forward, with not little hope, to the time when we shall be Junior 
A's. At present there are very few who will likely fall short of their regular 
promotions. The boys, however, find Physics just a little bit hard and there 
might be a slight deficiency in that particular subject, but all are working hard 
to keep up with the class. On this account we expect very few failures. 

Although we expect to be Junior A's at the close of this semester and 
.Senior B's at the close of next, we shall forever be the June, 1914, Class of the 
North Central High School. 

\iiie/V-o/ie 



^opbomorc a Class 



The Sophomore A's enjoyed their first class party of the year on Frida- 
evening, December twentieth, at the home of Miss Helen Ogsbury. I 1 2^ 
Augusta Avenue. Red and Black, the school colors, with purple and silve 
gray, the class colors, were used in the decorations. The evening was spen 
informally. An excellent program was rendered as follows: Reading, An 
toinette Dustan ; Quartet, Arthur Meehan, Earl Smith, Howard Olin, and 
Signer Blum; Vocal Solo, Carol Hocking; Vocal Solo, Jessie Nicholas 
speeches by Donald Stewart and Earl Smith. 

Perhaps the most interesting event of the evening was the mock marriage 
Will Chvyer was the beautiful, blushing bride, John Groom, the happy bride 
groom, and Merritt Pemrose, the nervous minister. It is needless to say thai 
the scene was extremely touching. 

The prizes for a guessing contest were awarded to Olga Narvestad and 
Elmer Isaacson. Late in the evening refreshments were served. The hone 
guests were: Miss Fehr, Miss Gibson, and Miss McNitt. 

The committee members who had charge of the party were: Signor Blum. 
Chairman of Program Committee; Helen Hare, Carol Hocking, Jessie Nicholas. 
Merritt Pemrose, and Howard Olin; Pearl Oman, Chairman of Refreshmen 
and Decorating Committees; Marguerite Wiegman, Olga Narvestad, Heler 
Ogsbury, Arthur Meehan, Earl Smith, and Aza Brawley. 
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^opbomote 15 Class 



Soph'more B, Ra, Ra! 
Soph'more B, Ra, Ra! 
Hoo Ra. Hoo Ra! 



Soph'more B, Ra, Ra! 



Class Colors : Corn and Lavender 



There's no use talking, we've got the honors cinched. That big doings 
ii coming off soon. "Watch for IT!" 

At the last meeting of the class an interesting program was given, the main 
features being a talk on "Travels Through Europe" from personal experience, 
by Miss Brocmhall, and a reading, "A Close Shave," by Ira Ketcham. The 
class is planning to have many more interesting programs in the future and its 
members are taking a prominent part in all the activities of the school. 
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9=3 Class 



Our class has now been organized one semester, and this we considf 
our most important work, as the members of this large class are now acquaintei 
and together are ready to pursue the remaining three years of the High Scho( 
course in the same creditable manner in which they have started. We feel a jus 
pride in our class, which in its first year is so well represented in all the schoi 
activities. 

The program for our next meeting is: 

Piano solo Vivian Lyde 

Reading Grace Eid 

Debate — Resolved, that there is more pleasure in anticipation than i 
realization. By Howard Dennison and Homer Ansley. 

Violin solo Maxine McArthi 
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Freshies, wake up! You have a large class that is already making 
name for itself in school activities, but why have you neglected to organiz' 
Individually you have made yourselves heard but not collectively; as a cla 
you have done absolutely nothing. Organize, and become one of us! Let i 
hear from you as a school organization. Men of the verdant hue, wake up! 
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Plans have been made for a tryout for membership in the Masque to be 
held about the middle of January in order to fill the places of those who graduate 
at the close of the semester. An interesting contest is expected. Four vacancies 
are to be filled, made by the graduation of Gracia Nicholas, Elizabeth Corcoran, 
Floyd Ellis, and Herman Howe. 

It has been decided to give the annual Masque play about the middle ot 
March, and the whole club is looking forward to this event. The play will bo 
coached by Miss Abernethy and practically all of the members expect to try 
for parts. 

On November twenty-seventh a meeting was held at the home of Miss 
Broomhall in the nature of a Thanksgiving party. The features of the program 
were original poems written during the course of the evening, prizes being given 
for the two best productions, and the story written by Miss Broomhall foi 
which the adjectives were supplied by the members of the club. A curious nar 
rative was the result. 

On the evening of December fourth an open meeting was held at the school 
and an interesting program was given. The main feature of the evening wa- 
a playletle in which the leading parts were taken by Pear! Oman and Martii 
Chamberlain. Stuart Lower, together with Miss Cecelia Kerkhoven, furnisher 
the comedy of the occasion, while the other parts were handled by Maud Vai; 
Meter and Margaret Hunter. Readings by Russell White, an installment I 
the Masque serial story by Lois Donaldson, and a vocal solo by Marie Scroggin 
furnished the rest of the entertainment. 

The Masque Christmas party, given for the benefit of the graduate mem 
bers who were home for their vacations, took place at the home of Willian 
Wilson, December the twenty-seventh. The program consisted of an install 
ment to the serial story, by Herman Howe; a Christmas story, by Aden Keele 
music by Lois Donaldson, Nellie McColl, and Donald Wilson; "Clippings fror 
the Spokesman-Review, December 27, 1923," by Miss Broomhall; origin. i 
poems by Robert O'Brien; and the distribution of presents by Santa Clau- 
Christmas poems were written by most of the members of the club and pul 
lished in neat little booklets, which were given to the members of the club ^ 
souvenirs. The Christmas meeting and reunion was one of the most enjoyabl 
events of the year. 
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Debating ^ocietp 



On November the nineteenth an interesting program was given at the 
Debating Society, consisting of a debate on the question: "Resolved, That the 
term of the President of the United Slates should be extended to six years and 
ihat each President be limited to one term." The affirmative was upheld bv 
Howard Potter and Tom Allen, and the negative by Gayton Knight and Donald 
.-tewart. The decision was unanimous in favor of the affirmative. Mr. Over- 
man, the new faculty director of the society, gave an interesting address on the 
benefits of a debating society. 

The program on December third consisted of a vocal duet rendered by 
.Misses Gracia and Jessie Nicholas and a rousing debate on the question: "Re- 
solved, That it is better to be fat than skinny." Robert O'Brien upheld the 
cause of the stout man with the rotund form, while Russell White successfully 
liampioned the cause of the skinny man. The decision was two to one in 
favor of the negative. 

The meeting on December seventeenth was opened by a piano solo by Miss 
Rosa Schelling. The debate for this occasion was on the question: "Resolved, 
That all city and town newspapers should be controlled by the municipality." 
The affirmative was taken by Edgar Smith and Guilbert Cundy, and the nega- 
tive by Leroy Armon and Ward Walker. The decision was divided in favor 
of the affirmative. 

On January seventh the club was favored by a piano solo by Leslie Taylor. 
The subject for debate was: "Resolved, That contract labor is preferable to 
day labor," the affirmative being upheld by Misses Cecelia Kerkhoven and 
Gracia Nicholas, and the negative by Misses Elizabeth Corcoran and Emma 
Landerville. 

The program for the closing meeting of the semester on January twenty- 
first consists of a vocal solo by Ruth HoUemback, a discussion of what has been 
accomplished during the past year and of the political outlook for the future. 

The work accomplished during the semester under the direction of Mr. 
Overman and the present officers has been entirely satisfactory and the society 
has been firmly established. It is now ready to take up an even better line of 
work for those interested in debating and public speaking during the years to come. 
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That the "Germanistische Gesellschaft" is gaining in popularity as a sociel) 
is shown by its rapidly-increasing membership. There have been some very 
fine programs rendered in the past and the society promises to have equally 
good ones in the future. The following program was held on Thursday 
December 5 : 

Conversational German Miss Fehr 

German reading Mary Teel 

Vocal solo in German Minnie William; 

Debate in German 

Ludwig Buhl, Marie Freeland, Ruth Tewinkle, Margaret Wietzmar 

German reading Leona Peersoi. 

French horn solo Kemp Hor 




DELTAS 



1 





Who are the Deltas? What? You don't know? Where in Nori 
Central have you been? You are a peculiar kind of a booster for North Cei 
tral, not to know who and for what the big Delta organization stands. Yf 
know in North Central everybody is a booster, but it is the law of Nature th 
there must be leaders. Well, there certainly is a lively bunch of fellows i 
the Deltas. You ask if it is that Sunday School bunch mentioned in the pap 
the other morning? Well, I should say not, and if you ever get mixed up wr 
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in you certainly will not think they are any bunch of Sunday School heroes. 

Every school activity is in some way represented by a Delta. Every Delta 
is a true North Central man and does real boosting for his school. We have 
a line bunch of fellows, who are a credit to the school, and each and every one 
are striving to make the North Central foremost in every requirement of what con- 
stitutes a winning school. 

Our bunch has good times, as recreation is always necessary lo those who 
..aomplish great things. Why not be a Delta? Well, you will have to start 
new to apply for a membership, as our number is limited. Be sure you ask a 
Delta, but be sure you don't ask him anything he don't know, for he won't know 
vthing which he knows he is not to tell, so beware. 

We are looking for real live wires and genume North Central boosters 
who have a few ideas of their own, and back-bone enough to know it. We are 
particular, and so you better straighten up now. Take notice of what we are 
doing and watch our programs, and if you are a real fellow you will appreciate 
the fellows who do things, so therefore you cannot help but appreciate the Deltas, 
for they do things. We're off now, we have a good start, and are 
now doing things. 

Now, all North Central fellows who have a desire to be a booster and be 
some good to the school, and who have ambition enough to undertake some- 
ing worth while, had better start now to show their colprs, and their caliber, 
lor the "Deltas" are watching the comers. 

Watch the "Deltas!" 

This write-up is officially authorised by the Delta members. 
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The North Central has entered the State League this year with a view lo 
winning the state debating championship and again bringing home the proverbial 
bacon to the Red and Black. Thus far they are undefeated. Early in the 
season a debate tryout was held on the question, "Resolved, That this stal* 
should continue its present policy of constructing stale roads and permanen 
highways, with increasing appropriations therefor." This is the subject fc; 
debate in the state contest. Out of those trying for places, Edward Shears. 
Qlen Vaughn, Russell White, and Aden Keele were chosen as a squad tc 
work on the question together with the coach, Mr. Overman. Later Alar 
Paine was added to the squad. 

Up to Friday, December twentieth, all the scheduled debates were for 
feited to the North Central, so the team went to Waitsburg that evening with <" 
clean record. Waitsburg, having won the state championship year before las 
and having been in second place at the close of the 1911-1912 season, vva' 
recognized as a factor not to be despised in the race this year. The NorlH 
Central team, however, composed of Alan Paine and Russell White, who up 
held the affirmative of the question, won a unanimous decision over their firs; 
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al opponents and are still in line for the championship. The judges for the 
ibate were Professors Bratton, Clark and Davis from Whitman College. As 
the league is in the nature of an elimination contest, one defeat being sufficient 
to drop any team from the list, no definite program has been made out and the 
list of future debates is undecided. This much we do know, however, that the 
chances for coming out victorious are bright. 

A debate scheduled by Hillyard with the Greer High School team for 
Friday, November twentieth, was called off at the last minute, and as all 
arrangements had been made by Hillyard a team from the North Central was 
chosen to give an extemporaneous debate. This team consisted of Robert 
O'Brien, Aden Keele, and Herman Howe, who upheld the negative of the 
question, "Resolved, That all railroads doing interstate business should be owned 
aid operated by the federal government." In spite of the fact that they had 
less than a day to prepare their argument a rousing debate was put up. The 
Hillyard debaters were Anaide Meyers, Ralph Doud, and Kathryn Lufkin, 
who had been coached by Miss Laura F. Rate, instructor of English. Out of 
courtesy to the North Central debaters no judges were chosen. 




iFootbaU 



After the wonderful record of the first football team of the North Central 
and the successful termination of the season by the victory on Thanksgiving Day, 
nothing remained but the explanation and the celebration. In regard to the first, 
did you notice the way the football men of the country sized the team up? It 
was unanimously proclaimed the best piece of football machinery that was ever 
put together from light high school material, and every authority agreed that at 
least three of the players had earned a place on the All-Northwest team. This 
was unprecedented in the history of football. Authorities also agreed in naming 
Rouse as the best quarter since the time of Dickey, and all but one of them 
placed him on the list as captain of the All-Slar aggregation. All of which is 
pretty good — for a starter. And the chances for an even better team next year 
are excellent. 

After the close of the season the team was treated to three banquets, onf 
given by the Central Presbyterian Church, one by Mr. O'Callahan, and the third 
by the North Central Athletic Association. 



Cl)c Centcnarp i;i)tc8l))[>tcrian Cburcb 'J^anquct 



The first banquet for our husky bunch of gridiron heroes was given by th- 
Boys' class of the Centenary Presbyterian Church in the parlors of the church 
Friday evening, December the sixth. Those invited were: Mr. and Mrs. Har- 
greaves, Mr. and Mrs. Woodward, Mr. and Mrs. Moyer, the first team, and 
Student Manager Tate. After a very sumptuous feast of turkey and everything' 
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that goes with it, a very enjoyable program was held. Rev. Bluhm acting as toast- 
master. Robert O'Brien gave the address of welcome to the guests on behalf of 
the church. Toasts were responded to by Mr. Moyer, Mr. Hargreaves, Mr. 
Woodward, Briley, Abrams, Rouse, Krogstad, and Tate. 

Neat little souvenirs of the occasion were the menu cards, on which were 
the names of the players, their ages, weights, heights, and the scores of the 
season's games. A miniature football field, with goal posts, yardage lines, and 
tv.o football teams, with one team ready to kick off, was set between the tables. 
The dinner was served by the young ladies of the church and afterwards the boys 
of the team sti ved the girls. 

The boys all voted Centenary Presbyterian Church and Rev. Bluhm royal 
entertainers and were delighted to hear that the banquet is to be an annual affair. 




.\BR.\MS BRILEY ROUSE 

THE ALL-NORTHWEST TRIO 
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a0r. SD'CallaJjan's '!5anquct 



Mr. O. C. O'Callahan proved a very entertaining host at a banquet givi 
in the East Room, Davenport's, on December the tenth, to the first and secon 
teams. Coach and Mrs. Moyer, Mr. and Mrs. Hargreaves, Mr. and Mrs. Woo 
ward, Mr. Kennedy, Dr. Neeley, Student Manager Tate, and Yellmaster To 
Allen. After a delightful feed a very interesting program of toasts was givei 
in which nearly everybody present either proposed or responded to a toast. A 
reported a very pleasant evening and, after listening to Mr. O'Callahan's teas 
the few who had not before known him personally decided that his reputation , 
a promoter of good athletics was very much deserved and that he is a "Prim 
of Good Fellows." 



Cbe association 13anqiict 



The final banquet of the season was given by the North Central Athleli 
Association, December nineteenth, at the Inland Club, to the "squad," whic: 
includes the first and second teams, scrubs. Coaches Moyer and Woodward, Di 
Neeley, and "Head Trainer" Bas Jerard. The members of the Athletic Council 
F. G. Kennedy, R. T. Har greaves, Tom Allen, and Robert Tate were ais 
present. Mr. Hargreaves acted as toastmaster. The members of the second tear 
found the rewards for their faithful service this year hidden under their plates i 
the shape of a red "S" with "2nd" across it in black. Student Manager Ta!- 
also received his emblem at this banquet. 

After about two hours of eating and singing, Mr. Hargreaves called upoi 
several for toasts, as follows: 



Mr. Kennedy "The Prolate Spheroid" 

John Goddard "Some Incidents of 1912" 

Basil Jerard "Conditioning the Team" 

Don Briley "Kicking Goal" 

Ed Alverson "The Red and Black" 

Mr. Woodward "Pleasures of Athletics" 

Captain .Abrams "Our Coach" 

David McKenzie "The Spirit of North Central" 

Howard Rouse "Our Little Boosters" 

Coach Moyer !..."The Days of Real Sport" 
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Captain Abrams was then awarded the football won on Thanksgiving 
Uay. Dr. Neeley closed the program by a short talk on athletics as they con- 
cerned the welfare of nations of the past. This banquet is an annual affair 
given by the Association, and will be always looked forward to with great pleasure 
by members of the squad. 



Cbc Donor Letters 



The successful football season of 1912 was closed in a very fitting manner 
by the presentation of the honor "S" to fifteen men on the squad by Mr. Har- 
greaves, in chapel, Friday, December twentieth. The team voted to give Coach 
Meyer one of the letters, which was also presented to him at this convocation. 
Those who received the honor letters were: Rouse, Skadan, Harris, Krogstad. 
Kolbe, Jones, Owens, Goddard, McKinney. Briley, E. Smith, Abrams. C. 
Smith, Bullivant, and Van Dissel. 

The letter presented to Captain Abrams was a distinctive letter, bemg a 
black "S" outlined in red. Coach Moyer presented Captain-elect Briley with 
a football to practice punting with between now and next fall. Then Ed Alver- 
son, on behalf of the second team, of which he was captain, presented Mr. 
Woodward with a watch and fob as an expression of the appreciation of his 
faithful work in coaching them this year. 

The first team, Basil Jerard, and Student Manager Tale have presented 
Mr. and Mrs. Moyer with a mahogany music cabinet as a small token of their 
appreciation of the work done in getting the team into shape. 



We all know that a band is a good thing to have at a football game, and 
not having such an organization in our school we decided to hire one. A col- 
lection, at ten cents per student, was started in the session rooms. Roswell Baker 
solicited several of the merchants and business men on Monroe Street and they 
ail responded very cheerfully. A total of about $63 was raised in 
these two ways. 

Reimer's band was hired for the Big Game and they certainly were there 
with the big music. The boys on the team say that they never had anvthm?' so 
inspiring before a game as the band playing the good old "Red and Black." 
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The students of North Central want to extend to the merchants and business m- 
their sincere thanks for the hearty way in which they supported the band, fina 
cially. Those contributing were: Sollar Bros., Dudley Halberg, H. F. Matli 
W. R. Brooks, Brown's Pharmacy, Clizer's Pharmacy, Vinther Nek 
Slahlberg Pharmacy. J. H. Roberts, Nettleton Shoe Store, Goldfield Mark 
Arthur Robeson, and W. J. Hindley. 




x^ont) Central us. Latai) 



The game with Latah was the first real basket-ball game of the seasoi 
The Lewis and Clark team had previously defeated Latah, 35 to 29, so tli 
game would show the relative prowess of the two local teams. For this reasi 
and because it was the first chance the students had of seeing this year's tea 
ir. action, many lingered after school to witness the game. The boys' yellii 
squads yelled until they were hoarse and enthusiasm was great. 

It was "easy pickins" for North Central in the first half, the score turnii 
out 17 to 5. In the second half Latah strengthened greatly, the scoring beiii 
nearly even, mostly because Coach A. C. AX-'oodward gave the subs a chain 
to work. He substituted six times. Our infallible leader, Jack Abrams, wai 
the only one who finished the game out of the original lineup. C. Davis starred 
for Latah, while Rouse and Cowan did splendid work for the Red and BlacL 
The lineup: 

North Central Latah 

Co van Center C. Da^ 

Rouse R. G E. Dav 

Abrams L. C Jarv 

Van Dissel L. F Robert? 

Brawley R. F BartK 
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Substitutions— Olin for Van Dissel. Middleton for Rouse, Stevens for 
Brawley, Johnson for Stevens, Smith for Middleton, McDonald for Cowan. 
Referee— C. W. Parks of Latah. 
Umpire — Davis of North Central. 

Goals— Cowan 2, Brawley i, Abrams 7, Rouse 3, Stevens I, C. Davis 
6. Bartlett 1 . 

Scores on Fou'.s — Abrams 3, C. Davis 6. 





North Central Buskel liall Team 



LcUiis anD Clark (Same 



The score. 35 to 19, tells its own story. _ 
Some one said. "Too much Abrams" for the South Siders but th.s .s 
merely an excuse. It .s true that our husky "Abraham f.^"' 
all the baskets, but he couldn't play single-handed, nor d.d he. Each membe 
of the North Central a.ded h>m and many clever passes were executed by each 
member Cowan, our new athlete from Walla Walla, plays a fast game^ Th.s 
game was well attended, the girls doing the.r share of the cheermg and color- 

One huiulreJ se-ven 



CAPTAIN ABRAMS COACH WOODWARD 

waving as well as the boys, all of which cheered the team on to victory. 

The Lewis and Clark boys tossed baskets at will before the game, bu! 
when under fire failed badly. If even a small per cent of their chances to score 
had been made they would have cinched the game. The boys on both teams 
played a good, clean, sportsmanlike game. The lineup- 

„ N.C. H.S. L.C.H.S. 

^[^^''^y R- F Bakko 

^''"""^ L. F Saylor 

Cowan C t 

^ Z.immerma/1 

R. G La Fayette 

V ^- ^ Andrews 
Goals— Abrams 10, Cowan 2, Rouse 2, Bakke 4, La Fayette 3, Zim- 
merman I. 
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Class iSames 



The boys in the regular gymnasium classes have been playing off a schedule 
of games, the teams bemg picked from the classes. The Junior A's have won 
all four games played, while the Junior B's came out second, having won three 
and lost one game. 

The percentages to date are: 



junior 



A 



Won 


Lost 


Per Cent 


4 


0 


1000 


3 


1 


750 


2 


1 


666 


1 


3 


230 


. 1 


3 


250 


1 


4 


200 



Freshman B 

Freshman A 

Sophomore B 

All of the games were good ones, most of the boys having had some expe- 
rience. The first team, had many candidates chosen from the stars of these 
class gam.es. 




A girls' basket-ball league has also been playmg games for some time urider 
the direction of Coach A. C. Woodward. The girls have an interschool schedule 
and are meetmg on the gym floor every Tuesday mornmg and afternoon. 1 hey 
are playmg for the school championship and to date Mary Ruble s teain^ the 
"Kewpies," have won all their games except one tie with the "Bears, Helen 
Goetz's team. The other two teams in the league ar Miss Davenport s Cubs 
and Miss Endie's "Snookums." The girls all play a fast game, and if a star 
learn be picked from this league they would make the first N. C. H. S. team 
liump to beat them. 
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I-L- <=- 

Cracit I{?ro0pect0 

Some of our track athletes are beginning to work out for the spring season 
and, although it is a httle early to prophesy, the sky certainly looks clear. Mr. 
Moyer and Mr. Woodward are casting their weather eyes around for suitable 
material, which is not overabundant. Come out ! and let's see what you can 
do! Your class will need you in the class meets and so will the school need yoi; 
in the meets with Pullman, Lewis and Clark, and others! 

Early in December Captain Matters of the 1913 track team made an 
appeal for long-distance runners to turn out for a cross-country run. The squad 
started at the school and, running to Corbin Park, and through it, returned to 
the buildmg. Fifteen or twenty boys, including six or seven new ones, cam" 
out and a good showing was made. This run was not a race, but only a try- 
out to size up the long-distance men for the coming season. 

Shortly after the Christmas vacation an indoor interclass meet will be pulleci 
off and the team which is to represent the North Central in the Interscholastic 
meets will be picked from the winners. 

A track meet has been arranged with the officials of Pullman High School, 
for an early date in the spring, and although our hopes are high, the score will 
not be one-sided either way. A few of the boys to whom we must look to 
"bring home the bacon" are: Captain Matters, ex-Captain Davies, Chamber 
lain, Taylor, King, Glaze, Wilhelm, Hamilton, Phillips, Stewart, Phillpot. 
Bender, Briley, Steele. Abrams, Sanborn, Lee Smith, Cyril Smith, Earl Smith. 
Lyman Johnson, and Ralph Johnson. 



One hundred ti n 




November 2 1 . 

The North Central in convocation was honored by the presence of Pro- 
lessor Brattoii of Whitman and Mr. Coleman, a government official of India. 
Mr. Bratton spoke of the pleasures of life and how they were best obtained. 
Mr. Coleman followed with an interesting talk on self-reliance, which he said 
was an essential to success. 

November 27. 

A convocation was held in which "two crack organizations of the school" 
were before the student body. One was the orchestra and the other the football 
team on the stage. It was distinctly the most enthusiastic football chapel of the 
year. Those from the faculty that spoke were Mr. Kennedy, Coach Moyer, 
and Physical Director Woodward; and from the team. Jack Abrams and 
Howard Rouse. When the convocation was over a yell meeting of the boys 
was held. 

December 6. 

The Junior and Senior boys met in the Auditorium and, under the direc- 
tion of Mr. Miller and Mr. Carpenter, one of North Central's best societies, 
the Engineering and Science Club, was organized. Mr. Miller told of the 
nature of the work which the club was to carry on and Mr. Carpenter agreeably 
surprised the boys when he told of the opening date, a banquet on December 
twelfth, furnished by the Domestic Science girls. 

December I 2. 

A convocation was called to announce the appearance of the second issue 
of the Tamarack. Herman Howe spoke of the Senior issue, stating when the 
material was to be in. He was followed by Bob Tate, who made some 
announcements regarding the "Ad" contest. Mr. Hargreaves then announced 
the first basket-ball game with our friends across the river and spoke for a 
l"rge attendance. 
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December I 8. 

An exceedingly interesting practice debate was held before the school on 
the question: "Resolved, That this state should continue the policy of con- 
structing state roads and permanent highways with increasing appropriations 
therefor." Those representing the negative were Edward Shears and Aden 
Keele, and the affirmative, Russell White and Alan Pain. Mr. Overman acted 
as chairman. 

December 20. 

On Friday, the last day of school before the Christmas vacation, an enter- 
taining program was given in the Auditorium. Mr. Hargreaves announced the 
results from the Tamarack "Ad" contest, the following students receiving prizes 
in the order named: Lena Wilson, George Teel, Mildred Kershaw, Melvin 
Pugh, Bess Chapman, Ralph Neely, Nellie Gray, Sam Grinsfelder, and Esia 
Davidson. Harry Lynde then delighted the assembly with a solo, displaying 
a fine baritone voice. Following was the chief feature of the convocation, the 
distribution, to the football men, of the letters, and the speeches, especially the 
speeches, by them. 



f 

\ 



VINCENT WHITE 

U. of W. Debater 
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The Christmas meeting of the Alumni Association has been postponed to 
later date, owing to the lack of a quorum. 

The Alumni that are home for the holidays are Harold Cundy, Ralph 
i^obinson, Olive Turner, Waiter Doust, Paul Neill, Neva Bucher, Marion 
Wise, and Louis Seagreaves. 

North Central Alumni at the University of Washington: 

Vincent White, pledged Delta Tau Delta Fraternity, member of the 
J. of W. debating team which will meet Whitman, member of Stevens De- 
lating Club. 

Ralph Robinson, pledged Phi Gamma Delta, has good prospects for a 
lace on Varsity Basket-ball team. 

John Truesdeil. pledged Delta Chi. 

Inez Crippen, pledged Alpha Chi Omega Sorority. 

Neva Bucher, pledged Alpha Xi Delta Sorority, member of Freshman 
Social Committee, had charge of Freshman booth at Varsity Ball. 

Walter Doust, pledged Sigma Alpha Epsilon, turning out tor Freshman 
rew, now on Crew No. 1. 

Aubray Martin, although not an Alumnus, but a member of the first de- 
bating team, is now attending a dental school in Portland. 

Louis Seagreaves is home from Canada. He intends to enter the U. of W. 
■Uk January. 



A seventh period kindergarten class for whisperers has been organized by 
Miss Abernethy. The representation was very good the first night and has been 
growing rapidly ever since. New recruits are wanted. Boys preferred. Apply 
Room 211. 
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Circulation 


Clje Strumpet 


LAST 


161 

includint; ex.s 


PromulEatfd seini-occasitmally and dcvoled to ihe 
inierests of an. science, literature and dry farming 


EDITION 



\ 0L. M9. NO. WW 



ESTARI.ISHEI) B. C. 1602 



EDITOBIAI.S. 



As tlic editor of a 
pai)or of (Treat influence 
in this community we 
feel it our duty to write 
a few words of advice 
to you Seniors who are 
now leaving ns. 

If you are preparing 
to go out and take a fall 
out of this old world, 
think again. You have 
evidently been success- 
ful in bluffing your way 
at school; but remem- 
ber that work anrt 
school are two very dif- 
ferent thinirs. You ma.v 
have cherished hopes of 
managing a trust com- 
pany or bank ; however, 
if some large-hearted 
person should offer you 
a third-class .iob, selling 
fish or peddling milk, 
don "t scofl' at him. The 
little insult of $9.00 per 
week connected with it 
may keep the wolf from 
the door. Remember 
that Abe Lincoln, Ben.i. 
Franklin. Dr. Cook, R. 
T. Hargreaves, f'arrie 
Nation and myself all 
rose to fame in spite of 
handicai)s. all through 
hard work. If adversity 
to hard work is so 
deeply rooted in your 
system that it interferes 
with your making an 
honest living, we would 
suggest that you either 
hold your breath for 
about an hour or else 
walk off the top of the 
Old National Bank 
Building some dark 
night. 



"Hobl) Stewart and 
Mack were down town 
last night." 

"Mack who?"' 

' ' Why, Mackinaw, you 
siui]i. ' ' 

"Some speed to 
Otto. ' ' 

"Who is Otto?" 
"Ottoniobile." 



! Use Dr. Skadan's 
Anti-Fat. 

The only r e m e d y 
which ])roduces the de 
sired results. Read what 
one satisfied user says. 

Dear Sir: 

Three months ago I 
was exceedingly large. 
In fact I weighed 406 
lbs. 6 ounces. .V friend 
recommended your rem- 
edy to me. It has done 
more for me than I ex 
pected. The first week 
I took 8 gallons and the 
next week 10 gals. In 
this way I have suc- 
ceeded in reducing mv 
weight to 40r. lbs. "l 
heartily recommend your 
remedy to anyone. 

Respectfullv. 

ROHT KOLBY. 



T h e circulation o 1 
''The Trum])et ' ' is 
steadily increasing. In 
1886 we had less than 
1.50 regular subscribers, 
while now it is read in 
1.58 homes. "We should 
worry and starve to 
death. " 



We print calling 
cards with your name 
on them. Our wife also 
takes in washings. See 
about it at our office. 



PRICE lOc ixt 

Zoologic?! Discoveries. 

(Compiled by l)rs. liraw 
ley and Donovan.) 
Bacteria — An animal 
which somewhat resem- 
bles the goat, but varies 
in that it has larger, 
while its nose is of n 
delicate old-rose color. 

Amoeba — This animal 
is of a very peculiar na 
ture. To a certain ex 
tent it is like the rhi 
noceri. It roosts upon 
telegraph ]i(des, ami 
builds a brick nest. 
The.v have even lieeii 
seen to smoke cigar 
ettes. This animal i-* 
very rare and almost ex 
tiuct; it has been seen 
only in the Palousc 
country. 

Cow — These animals 
are not altogether ex 
tinct in this country. A 
cow has four legs (ot 
this we are not abso 
lutely sure, but this is 
the case with all we 
have ever seen). These 
legs are symmetricallv 
distributed about the 
several corners of the 
animal. It is the usual 
thing for cows to have 
two horns (use un 
known) upon the an- 
terior end and one tail 
upon the posterior end. 
When properly ap- 
proached, with plenty nf 
bran and gentle manner, 
cows will often give 
milk. 



We will be forced to 
omit the usual Bnnn- 
Holden jokes this issue 
owing to unforseen dif 
ficulties. 
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The Trumpet 



Today in History. 

(l.")9 years ago tliis 
nioining. at 2 a. m.. 
Kind Henry Vllt was 
brouoht home from his 
cliil) in "a flissriiceful 
condition.'' as his wife 
ox|iresse<l it, and shn 
[iropeeded to give him a 
good "lirossina; down.'" 
Tlie fact that he got a 
divorce from her is 
usnally attributed to 
this. 

4.")0 years ago today 
Ontcnberg started "The 
Tamarack." One of his 
minor accomplishments 
for which he is also re- 
membered is the inven- 
tion of ])rinting. 

20.') years ago today 
Sir Walter Haleigh was 
beheaded. Tt is said 
tliat lie climbed lightly 
up to the scaffold and. 
punching the headsman 
jestingly in the ribs, 
pertly remarked, "t)!i 
yon cutup! " This was 
very clever of Walter, 
and it shows clearly 
that he had a good sense 
of humor. 



For Sale — .\ number 
of first class medals, 
cups, ribbons etc. for 
sale at a bargain. 



■Ola is sure some 
]ilavcr, isn "t he " 
''Who's Ola?" 
' ' Pianola. ' ' 
"Oh. pshaw! ' ' 



Geo. Washington a 
prominent citizen of the 
U. S. was first President 
thereof. 

Hints for Ladies. 

Young and Old 

(By (ieo. Uelshaw.) 
.\ most charming and 
economical mulf may be 



made by anyone in their 
own home, with very 
little trouble, if the fol- 
lowing instructions are 
observed: First take a 
medium si/.ed cylindrical 
syrup can; with a can 
opener remove both the 
top and bottom. The 
lining must next be ])ut 
in. A piece of old car- 
pet or horse blanket 
makes a beautiful lininu 
and is also very warm. 
.\ very ])leasing effect i« 
produced by nailing a 
row of brass tacks 
around each end of the 
muff. Jf one is artistic 
the muff may be finished 
by either painting or 
embroidering pansies, 
carrots or watercress 
upon the sides. 

One of the greatest 
questions which the pop- 
ular young lady of to- 
, day has to face is that i 
' of entertaining gentle- I 
men callers, especially if J 
there are more than one. 
.•\ new and entertaining 
game which has been 
tried out in the larger 
cities is given below, j 
The game is called 
"Beat It." First all the I 
I'ugs are placed on the , 
clothes line, and the con- 
testants are provided 
with rug beaters. .\t a 
certain signal the play- 
ers are requested to beat 
the rugs. The one who 
beats his rug in the 
shortest time is present- 
ed with some small 
])rize, such as a pair of 
suspenders or a box of 
animal crackers. The 
yame is very appro- ; 
priately named, inas- 
much as the players 
usually do ' ' beat it. ' ' 



Theo. Roosevelt was 
president of the U. S. 



from 1904 to 1908 but 
is little heard of at pres- 
ent. 



St. Patrick, the in- 
ventor of the holiday 
which bears his name, 
was born 1073 years ago 
tomorrow in a small 
town Kjfoleu Co. Nor- 
way.* 



•Ed. Note. The office 
boy has informed us 
that the above is a mis- 
take. He says St. Pat- 
rick was born in N. Y. 
City where h was police 
seargent under the Tam- 
many hall administra- 
tion. 



Ad Contest 

The trumpet has con- 
tributed the following 
prizes to the Tamarack 
ad contest. 

First. 3 impt. dried 
Herring. 

Second. 1 pr. suspen- 
ders. 

Third. I bar of soap. 



We here rejirint a very 
clever little joke from 
the "Rokxvzok.i Wrom- 
svoff. " a paper puVili sh- 
ed in Scrovjiz. Russia: 

Smizovich: "I .in 
yughg mivrufki daasen- 
jlvy evresez?" 

Kurokneskvitch: " Kn- 
izivag kug xaldn lyq.ji 
yurana.j. 

The dry humor of 
Kurokneskvitch "s an- 
swer is really laugh- 
able, and is typical Rus- 
sian wit. — Ed. 



Omc hundnd fiftn n 




Mr. Stricter: "You don't need the adding machine. I betcha I can add 
those figures up faster in my head than you can on the adding machine." 
John G. : "Maybe you can, but I'm from Missouri." 

Miss Broomhall (giving examples of reflexive verbs in French class) : "He 
cut himself. He flattered himself that he could do it." 



Mr. Sanborn (in Physical Jig II) : "What is rye bread like?" 
How ard L. : "It is kind of brown and tastes like — the dickens." 



Given as anticlimax in Eng. II class: "A man attains fame and 
then a wife." 

Miss McNilt: "I call that climax." 



Tom A.: "Will someone make a motion about these pocirts?" 
Glen v.: "I make a date that we mail them Monday." 
Miss B.: "That's a date with a male (mail)." 

A Senior B has become especially noted for her great ability in match- 
making. 

A great red spot glowed on the back of Elizabeth Corcoran's neck. 
D.D. : "Why, Elizabeth, who has been chewing your neck?" 

F. G. (in English II): "The giant grabbed Gerath around the waist 
and tried to choke him." 

Why does Mary M. stand around in the north entrance each noon? 
One hundred sixteen 



ABOUT OUR FOOTBALL PLAYERS. 



1 . A noisy, obstreperous fellow — McKinney. 

2. A quiet member — Goddard. 

3. A real orator — Briley. 

4. Some one the girls really like — Van Dissel. 

5. The end man with the grin — Curly Locks Skadan. 

6. Only a simple Senior, but (?) — Rouse. 

7. Another quiet member — "Pinky" Kolbe. 

8. Ask Mr. Hargreave.s — Abrams. 

9. Our weighty member — Jones. 

I 0. The fellow of the bright tie and the pompadour — Smith. 

II. A member who didn't orate — Owen. 



Eva O'Neil used to buy her rolls at any bakery shop in the city at 1 5c per, 
but now she seems satisfied with only one roll (Role) from the Spokane Bakery. 
She says, "This one roll (Role) is much nicer than a dozen rolls from 
any other bakery." 

P. S. — Why are Spokane Bakery rolls any nicer than any other rolls? 

Answer: Ask Eva. She knows. 



Heard in German I: "Im Ansfang machte Gott Himmel und Erde." 
Boy (translating) : "In the beginning God made hiw and her." 

S. E. Kaye was caught flirting with the basket-ball captain, thereby she 
IS disqualified to hold a position on the Hall-pacers' police force. 



Elaine: "Athol, you are sitting on my cat." 

Athol: "Oh! is that so? Why, I thought it was you squealing." 

Miss Kaye: "These soldiers did a good deal of plundering. You see, 
tliey had taking ways." 

Leslie S., alias Alfred (rapturously) : "It smells just like a Chinese wash- 
iiouse, but it smells awfully good to anyone who is used to it." 



A. M.: "That brother of mine could swear before he could talk." 
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CONTRACT. 

IT IS HEREBY MUTUALLY AGREED by and between Miss Edeana Blondy 
Meyers the party of the first part, and Geo, R. Steere, the party of the second part, ih., 
IliC said parly of the first part hereby agrees and expresses herself as willing and ready to 
act as, and hereafter be. Guardian Angel to, and for the said parly of the second pari, with 
all that this office implies to her and the said party of ihe second part. Also the parly of ihe 
second pari hereby agrees to submit to the above named treatment, so long as the parly of the 
first part may wish to exercise her power. 
STATE OF WASHINGTON, 
County of Spokane, 
Geo. R. Sleere, being first duly sworn on oath, deposes and says: 
That he has read the above contract and signed it knowingly and with aforethought. 

GEO. R. STEERE. 
Wn NESS our hands and seals in duplicate, this lOlh day of 
November, A. D. 1912. 

JEAN GORRILL, (Seal) 
LEON HILLS. (Seal) 

One bright December day when the snow whitened the earth and the students in the 
library were especially busy studying (an unusual day), a very peculiar and indescribable odot 
ai of something burning was wafled about the room. Our librarian. Miss Fargo, walked about 
sniHing. Upon coming close to the right-hand table at ihe back of the room she was sure the 
diHicully lay m that vicmily. 1 o one of less brain everything would have appeared all right, 
but to Miss 1-argo— ? There sal Curly Skadan and a number of his fellow students working 
diligently, their fingers m their ears that no sound should break the lofty train of thoughts thai 
were running through their brains. Due to her keen, sharp eyes and more careful inspection. 
Miss hargo discovered to her horror that a lufi of Curly Skadans hair had grown to such a 
length as to touch upon the back of his neck. Detective Fargo declares officially that the odor 
was no other than that of rubber burning. 



Mr. Herma.i Howe, Esq. (and Hon.) 

Editor-in-Chief of the "Tamarack", 
^ ^ N. C. H. S„ Spokane, Wash. 

Dear Sir: 

I have been apprised both verbally and in writing that some one at the notable N C H S 
" '!q!"P""8 '°^q"al or surpass my "wienie sandwich" record established in the spring semester 
ol |yi2. Let him nol triRe with self-evident impossibilities. If, however, by some wonderful 
display of abdominal capacity he equals my present record I will register as a P. G. and estab- 
lish a new record, so help me! That goes. Il is so wrillen. 

Sincerely, 

PAUL NEILL. 



If you want first-class advice about cold cream and powders, girls, just ask 
Bill Kenovan. He knows. 



Who said that Helen and W. were put off the floor for "ragging"? 
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"DEARIE" IS STILL PUSHING THE QUESTION. 



To you not very long ago, 

I wrote a little note, you know; 
I hop>ed to get an answer, too. 

But no, I have had none from you. 



True, a "yes" would make me glad, 
And a "no" would make me sad; 

But neither one is quite as bad 

As silence, which will drive me mad. 



So now I ask you just once more 

The favor that I asked before. 
And trust you'll answer my request. 

With "yes" or "no," so I can rest. 

— Dearie, Otherwise Known as Dariel S. 



The literary boarder fastened his eyes upon the hash. 
"Kindly pass the Review of Reviews," he said. 

E. W. (in German V class, translating) : "—and the royal blood which 
flows through your brains." 



Eva O. (reciting tragic poetry in Public Speaking class) : "And I, 
I was fresh.' 



Time — Every day. Period I. 
Place — Sewing class. 
Girl — Lolita C. 

Cause — Public Speaking, Period II. 
Effect — Oh, girls, tell me something to say. 



Cecelia K. (describing a party) : "The house was lighted and the hostess 
passed out paper cards with skulls and dead cats pasted on them." 

Senior A Class History (for reference see slip on Mr. Sawtelle's desk): 
Daffodil Tuttle, born in Bingville, Prune County. 
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•&.OEDBb - 
■RS, AFTER LABEtiCIG 
THI3 FICTURE WE HAVE 
DECIDED IT LOOKS MORE 
LIKE SAIIDERSon. 



I P. 
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TttE£Tf:RHALQUE5riOH. 




AnYTninG 



A LOT Of SLIGHTLY U3ED 
MISTLETOE FOR SALE CHE/IP- 





nOTI- »/iriE MiSTutTOE 
/IS /(80V6. 





I>BiuEY HAv;nc 

GitOUV TICTOfiE 
TAKEN OF H/n3ElF 



D.fl.HflMILTOM 



t>«f huiidml tiH utij 




AN YOU TELL— 

Why Mary and Delbert never disagree? 
Why Nellie and Le Roy never agree? 
Why Dorothy Fairly's nose is never shiny? 
Why Giacia N. likes Act III? 
Why is Leslie Alfred S. so popular? 
Why George Belshaw is so tall? 



Smart Sophie: "Well, cheer up, old man, even if you have a failure or 
two and even if you have everything against you there is one place you can hnd 

sympathy." 

Poor Freshie (with a start) : "Where?" 
Sophie: "In the dictionary." 
Freshie: "Stung!" 

Helen N. (in History VII class) : "The Monitor was built so that it 
)nly had two feet above the water." 

Conclusion to an English II theme :__ "Besides saving nine souls our Sunday 
School class made ten patch-work quilts." 

A moderately fond father discovered his young son reading a dime novel. 
"Unhand me, villain," the detected son thundered, "or there will be 

blood shed." , , , n » ui J 

"No," said the father tightening his hold on the boy s collar, not blood 

shed — wood shed." 

Mr Bonsor: "We will now begin to study a new subject, one entirely 
foreign to the members of this class heretofore. The new study is work." 

Bright Sophomore (after convocation) : "I thought there would be at 
least ten girls in the girls' quartette." 

Boy (in Bookkeeping I) : "What do you do when your books don t 

balance?" , , , ^ ^ i • 

Boy (m Bookkeeping IV): "Why, add the figures up separately, m 

groups." 
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JUNIOR A "WANTS; 



Notoriety: Alvin House. 

A business head: Hugh. 

Class enthusiasm : Le Roy Hunter. 

Bids to the next dance: Georgie Eininger, Ahce Tong, Meda Welder, 
Mary Teel. 

Some one my own size : Truma Thomas. 

An introduction to a person from Colville: Morris Bristole. 

A way to get thin : Ferris Gehike. 

Some one to to furnish me with gum the third period: Don Briley. 
Complete solitude: Florence Allen, Lavern Borell, Helen Barline, Eliza- 
beth F., and others. 

A way to keep the curl in her hair: Glenna Kenyon. 

Agnes S. : "My dress fits me now. Miss Olney, at least it did yesterday." 



Professor Bratton. in speaking to the Seniors, said: "There is something 
at Walla Walla for every one of you." 



From the looks of things a certain N. C. girl must have changed her favorite 
song from "A Sailor (Saylor) Boy's Dream" to "A Sailor Girl's (Gorrill) 
Dream." 



Say, Carol, you will have to prove your statement that you don't squeeze 
everything you get your hands on. 



If a lyric poem is one that is recited to a liar (lyre) and an epic poem is 
one that is sung to a liar (lyre), what are those poems called that are sung or 
recited by a liar? (Suggestion: Solve by an algebraic method.) 



I, the Joke Editor, do hereby resign my position as such and do recommend 
as a worthy successor to the above named office one Professor Collins. 



Miss E. Kaye (after a short but (?) review): "Now, we will begin 
today's lesson. You know, it is customary to proceed from the known to the 
unknown." 
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INSPIRATIONS FOR THE CARTOONIST. 

A student's dream of chapel. 

Miss Wilson's hints of college entrance exams^ 

The orderly desk owned jointly by Howe and hUis. 

How d.d it happen th'THkkiTGT^up in Davenport's restaurant 
at 12:30? 

F. S. (musing m her Sewmg class) : "I wonder who will take n,e home 
tonight? ^ ^^^^^^^ ^^^^^^ ^^^^j^^ ^^.^^ knitting) : "Rats!" 

A to B ■ "You see.^^T^ chums and we are going to the Senior B 
SanquVt' i chums.-but don't you dare to insert another letter ,nto the word 



C 



hums*/' 



>2gravate him when they had company either. ., 
MissKaye: "Well, that is included m the better or worse part. 

Elaine C. (in Public S^nTclass) : "I had a music-lovmg friend, and 
1 was carried off to a mus.cale- O^J^me^^ walked. 

Mr Ramsey made the 7a"^^nt a short time ago that marriage sometimes 

to his way or thinkmg and she wouldn t. 1 he senior d 
get busy on this case. 

Miss Wilson (in Engl^lT^^mT"^^ -hy should Wordsworth be 

thinking that way?" j j 

Ruth S.: "I don't know, unless he was dead. 

L. W.: "Have your ears ever been pierced?" 
Eva O. : "No; only bored." 

Orif liiiiidicil timitfi-three 



Mr. Collins asked the following question of his Economics class: If a 
man in Spokane snatches a purse from a girl in New York, what sort of sen- 
tence would he get? 



We want to know why Carol H. is so Happy when she is going to Alan 
(Allen). 



A "Sherlock Holmes" has been discovered in Miss Bemiss' History I class. 
This person has shown his ability by the following statement : Egypt must have 
been a kingdom, because there was a king there. (Note the superior reasoning.) 

Too bad. Cowan, that you skipped off and left B. C. waiting thirty 
minutes to congratulate you upon its being your birthday. For the benefit of 
those who will wonder where Athol was we will say that evidence shows that 
he waited, too. 



The Senior B's were not very considerate of Selma E. when they over- 
looked Dorsey's invitation to the banquet. 



Elaine C. (making a labor leader's toast) : "As a leber of lader I 



Notice the moving pictures on the third floor, north wing, at noon. Every 
one invited. No admission charged. 



Mr. Rice: "I would like to go to that banquet, but, you see, we have a 
boy over there and when we want to go anywhere we have to either choke him 
or chloroform him." 



In History I class: "Socrates' philosophy was of right thinking. He was 
bald-headed and had a cross wife." 



Helen G.: "You can see so much more easily through Algebra III than 
you can through Geometry. You know Geometry III is solid." 
(Helen is some brilliant student, is she not?) 



Senior A (at Ives) : "I suppose our spring vacation will be earlier this 
year because Easter is so much earlier." 

Carol H. : "By the way, why is it that Easier is going to be so early?" 
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Rosa Schelling (in Third Period Pubhc Speak.ng class cr.t.c.z.ng the 
Declamation contest) : "Well. I know there was one place where he held h^ 
audience very well. . Everyone was sort of fussing or holding hands. (How 
about this. Mr. Sanderson? Evidently someone was helping him hold the 
•ludience.) 



A History VII student reciting on the colonization of Virginia: 
••Captain John Smith went up the river to trade with the Inf-ns and obtain 
.orn. He traveled in a ship and when he came to a "arrow place in the river 
he could go no further m the ship so he hired an Indian to paddle him. 

Did you see Alfred jump at the first Blair of the trumpet? 



To See 
Something 
Swell 



Immerse a 
sponge i n 

AQUA 



Om jiiinM tmnUj-pf 



Laugh, and the world laughs with you. 

Laugh, and you laugh alone; 
The first when the joke is the teacher's. 
The last when the joke is your own. 



Question: How many pence to a shilling (Schilling) ? 
Answer: Robert Pence. 



In the Cooking room it seems so easy to raise dough, but in the Tamarack 
room — well, ask the Business Manager. 



Mr. Sawtelle (in English IV class) : "What is the feminine of stag?" 
Bright Student: "Ewe." 



Small Boy (translating in Wilhelm Tell) : "—and the hours shall pass 
for us eternally warm." 



Wanted: Some one to keep the altos of the Chorus class quiet when the 
sopranos are singing. 



Bright Senior: "I was 'up in the air' when I wrote my theme, so I wrote 
about an aeroplane." 



R. S. (at the football game) : "Who is that man they're quarreling with?" 
F. E. : "Why, he is keeping the score." 
R. S. : "Oh! and won't he give it up?" 

J. G. (thoughtfully at I I :39) : "You know, there was something else I 
wanted to say, but it has quite gone out of my mind." 

P. O. (hopefully) : "It wasn't 'Good-night,' was it?" 

What would Wallace Nickum do without his looking glass? 

Mr. Gundry (in Commercial Law class) : "What happens to a woman's 
contracts when she marries?" 

EffieK.: "I don't know." 

Mr. G. : "Well, it's about time you were finding out. Isn't it?" 
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Khiman Kabl, the great Hindu magician, was in a melancholy mood. 
He was tired of his little sphere and wanted to know more of the outside world. 
He arose from his soft couch, where he had been reclining, and lit some sticks 
of sandalwood. He threw a yellow powder upon the tiny flame, which 
instantly blazed higher. Through the fragrant, gray smoke appeared forms 
of pamphlets and magazines. 

"Here's the November number of the 'Tahoma,' with an excellent cover 
design, good stories and fine poetry department. 'The Kinnikinick' is well- 
written, but needs stories to brighten its pages, while 'The Wheat' and 'The 
Wizard' are interesting little pamphlets," he cried delightedly. 

Here the flame flickered and Kabl threw on another powder to see "The 
Megaphone," "The Kodak" and the November "Criterion" appear. "These 
are excellent papers, with good literary departments, well-written editorials and 
plenty of original jokes. These papers take the blues away." 

Then the tiny flame died out, leaving Khiman Kabl in a happy, con- 
iinted frame of mind. 

The last issue of the Lewis and Clark Journal was a very neat paper. Extra 
nice cover design. 



Hazel Hansen (in Public Speaking class) : "One word will tell you all 
I know.." 



Seen at the end of the Domestic Science girls' menu for the Engineers 
banquet: Onions and paper table cloths. (Presumably for dessert.) 

Ruth H. (before the Declamation contest) : "Well, there is one consola- 
tion anyway, and that is that even Sarah Bernhardt has stage-fright every time 
she appears." 

Lolita C: "In which division is she?" 
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Graduates Listen ! 

—Drop in, we want to tell you something 



THE PEASE TAILORING CO. 

North East corner First and Howard 




For your Parties 

either at your home or your 
^ classes please remember 

that we make and deliver 
all kiuds Ice Creams, Sherbets and Punches as well as 
Candies and Bakery. THE ANTI.PLRS. 



o 



UR Public-Spirited Advertisers 
are making our paper "Bigger," 
"Brighter" and "Better." Pat- 
ronize them. :: :: :: :: :: 

Use U R. Cards. :: :: :: :: 



IfeJMns SUitioiiery, Hunness Stalionrry Rubber Ulamps, Seais 

Sodetr Stationery, Engra-ciiiir Slencih, etc. 

Cole Printing Co. 



ProJiicers of 



ATTRACTIVE PRINTING 

Both Phones -'^V''? 

Lor. Ireiil A-^-e. 
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The Ninetieth Birthday 

of the 
House of 

Chickering 
& Sons 

BriLDERS of Amer- 
ica's oldest and best 
Piano, The ideal for other piano builders has 
been "How nearly can we approach the Chickering?" 

You should see the new 1913 style now displayed at 
Kilers Music House. The new Quarter CJrand, Style 
ZZ, is a marvel of tone, beauty and graceful design. 

We will take your Old Piano in Exchange 
and allow Easy Terms of Payment 

The Bungalow 

A modern player-piano of a high standard in qualit\ , 
pleasing in appearance, with all modern artistic expression 
devices and easy to operate, sold at a 

MODERATE PRICE 

The Bungalow Flayer Piano is furnished in a \ariet.\ 
of styles to suit the tastes and requirements of every home 
at prices ranging upwards from $485 and on terms as 
low as $12 monthly. 

They are sold only at 

Eilcrs Music House 

Home of The Chickering Piano 

Comer Sprague and Post SPOKANK 
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THE 

LibbyArt 

STIDIO 

We make hi^h 
^rade photo- 
o^raphs of Men, 
Women and 
children. 

Satisfaction is 
o[uaranteed 

LIBBY 



□ ArtL 
Studio 

26 Wolverton BIk. 

Corner Riverside and Wall Street 

Onu hiimlmt thirty -two 



Chill Con Carne 
Chicken Tamales 

Ice Cream, Sherbets 
Hot and Cold 
Drinks 

always ready for 3011 at 

BROOKS 

Holli Phones 
Maxwell and Monroe 



A. W. Millar 

High Grade 
GROCER 

Comer Division and Nora 
Max. m). F lOofi 



Its' really good — 

MAGNOLIA 
COFFKK 

4()c value for 35c 



E.G. YOCUM CO. 

MANUFACTURING 
JEWELERS 



Class Pins Frat Pins 

Medals 



We duplicate any Class Pin 
Made 

Largest Factory in the In- 
land Empire 



□ 



222 Post St. 



SPOKANE 



The 

Yakey-Mathis 

Company 

I NK STORK FOR lIKiil 
(JRADK CROCKRIKS 

Imperial Coffee 
I'laK Ikand Canned (joods 

NOT HOW CHKAI' 

BUT HOW COOD 

rhones : Maxwell 129U 
Home B1223 

Cor. Monroe and Nora 



Banctng Class 



•\ l>fKinneis' class in ballroom UaMcinj; is now beinir formed. t,'rail;ir Rivmg 
I omplete information, mailed upon application. Telephone, Maxwell 1244; P. u. 
Box 5110. 

Neolian Academy of Dancing 

EstablLihed 190.1 
A Private School of Dancing 
MASONIC TEMPLE SPOKANE. WASH. 

AffiliaKil with American Nalioiial Association of Masttrs ol nancniK 



SHOW YOUR 
TRUE NORTH CENTRAL SPIRIT 

By patronizing the 
Tamarack Advertisers 

DO THIS BY SHOWING U. R. CARDS 



One Iwiidnd Ihiiiy-thm 



E. J, Hyde Jewelry Co. 

(INCOKI'OKATKD) 



M AN U F AC rU Rl N G J K VV K I , !•; RS 
WATCH MAKKlis AND 
KN(;RA\ KRS 



Telephone Main 1571 



Btil Phone Main 743 
Home A2309 



PACIFIC 
TRANSFER 
CO. 



WK CHKCK BAGGAGK FROM 
RlvSIDKNCE TO DES- 
TINATION 



421 AND 423 FTRST AVUNi:!-: 



609 Sprague Avenue 



Here we are ! 
1100 STRONG 



Eleven 
Hundred 
What 

? 



1100 Circulation 
of The Tamarack 



One himJred thiiiy-foiir 



Look at Tamarack Ads and You will be Happy 



Ask Bob Tate 



the Business Manager 
of This Publication 



what he thinks 



— McDERMID^ 

Engraving 
Company 

the firm that produced the engravings 
for this boolc. "NUF SKD." 



One hundred thirty 



Z\)t Omaracli Business Dtrectorp 



A 

Aiigvire Htiulio 
Antlers, The 

B 

Uailey 's Oiclicstia 
Hevier's Orchestra 
Black & White Hat S\h,\, 
Ulair Business College 
Bob 's & .lack 's 
Broadview Dairy 
Brooks 

Brown's School of Dancin;;- 
Bnrcliett ,.lane 
C 

< arr 's 

Ceiiteiiuial Mill 

( hieago Clolliinj; Co. 

( lironicle 

Clay man "s 

Cole Printing (!o. 

D 

Day S: Hansen Security Co. 
Diamond Iro & !*'nel Co. 
E 

Eilers Music House 
F 

Fdgelquist 
Frank 's 
Franklin Press 
G 

Graham, .John W. 

H 

Harmon Millinery 
Hazelwood Dairy 
Hill Bros. .Shoe Co. 
llurd & Co., R. J. 
Hyde & Co., E. J. 
I 

Imlioff, Howard Coleman 
Inland Knijiiro Biscuit Co. 
Ive's Ijunch 
I X L Clothing Co. 

K 

Kemp & Hebert 
King Tie Shop 

L 

Libbv Art Studio. 
I/ibbv, (;. A. 
Little, .1. T. 

M 

.Majestic Theatre 
^rc^<■rnlid Engraving (;o. 



McCiowan Bros. 

Millar, A. W. 

Miller, Mower & Flynn 

N 

Xettleton Shoe Store 
.Vorth Central Cafe 
O 

Oak OS Cafe 

P 

I'acifif Mercantile Press 
Pacific 'l"r;insfer Co. 
Palace Cleaning Works 
Palace. The 
I'earl Laundry 
Pease Tailoring Co. 
Pine Creek Dairy 
Pra wer' s Store 

O 

(Juick Print Press 
B 

K'cimi'r's Klower Store 
S 

Sartori & Wolff 
Shaw & Borden ('o. 
Sollars Bros. 
Sonicrs & Co., H.I. 
Spokane Bakery 
Sjiokane I''lorist Co. 
Sjjokane Flour Mills 
.Spokane Gas Co. 
Spokane .State Bank 
Spokane T;ible Supply (Ui. 
Staples Candv Co. 
Starker, 1. L. 
Steenberg Grocery 
Stirling Print Shop 

T 

'i'onilinson 

V 

Varney, L. M. 
Victoria Barber Sho]) 

W 

Ware Bros. 
Washington Mill Co. 
Wein's Clothing Store 
VV'entworth 
Western Soap Co. 

Y 

Yakey Mathis Grocery 
Yocnm, R. C. 

Z 

Zeorlin Dancing .Academy 



Wc icgrgl lu stale Ihat llic Quick Frim Preas was nol mentioni!.! ip uiir Hal of frie nds in ihe prciiuus i; 
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We Observe and Carry out 
the Details of Hair Trimming 



HOTEL VICTORIA BARBER SHOP 

JOS. G. RRUMMECR, Manager 
On Wall between Sprague and Post 





Of course you patroni/e 






^^/^ \\ here the fountain 




f/^M§^^;^^ ""service is unsurpass- 

/p^^^^^^*^ ed and the candy the 
best \ ()U ever ate. 




0/ course you 




Patronize us 


One hiimlrcJ thill y-nt vHi 



1100 CIRCULATION 

of "The Tamarack" 



Cl)roiuclr 

Contains all iIr- latest and most ac- 
curate School ami Sporting news 




\our Education is not com- 
plete unless you spend some 
time in studying its columns. 

Only 10 cents a week. Insist 
oil its coming to your home. 

Telepliones Main 42.< 
A 2l)l.-i. 



For Snappy Clothes — 

For Reasonable Priced 
Clothes-— 

For Your Best Clothes- 
try the 

Chicago 
Clothing Co, 

YOUNG 

MENS' 

SHOP 

Riverside at Stevens 
Paulsen Jinilding 



Max. 909 



Jane Burchett 

TKACHEK OF \ ()ICE 

Stutlio 

216 Auditorium Bid jr. Telephone 



One hundml thirtij-i iyhl 



Fine Interior Finish 



We are acknowledged leaders in the manufacture of Sash, 
Doors and Millwork inckidini: built in fixtures and furniture 

for the Church, the School 
and the Home 

Our product has a nation wide sale and is unexcelled in 
quality of material and workmanship. 



Washington Mill Company 

SPOKANK 



Alumni 

Sc'iui in 

NOOZE 

About eacli other to the 
Ahimni t^ditor 

Address, N. C. H. S. 



We Make Every- 
thing in Jewelry 

Fmploy the most efficient workmen 
in the countrv. Hence do the liest 
work. 




Sartori & Wolff 

Makers of Fine Jewelry 

417 Sprague 



These Help Your School - Stand by Them 
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LOOK FOR THE 
yLAI.nv MARK 



TRU-BLU BRAND 

Crackers and Fancy Biscuits 
Sixty Varieties 

Mamifactured by 

Inland Empire Biscuit Co. 

SPOKANK 



The Tamarack 
is Printed in a 

INION 
SHOP 




liol Sri«JiLii/ies, I'ii-s, Cukis, elc. 



Majestic 



THEATRE 



120 Washington Street 



4 



FULL 
REELS 



5c 



I'he hestand hiojjrest show- 
in tow n for the price. 
COME and SHE 

A feature every week 

Our show is refined and 
eckicational 



Mili; CoJJie 



Ive's Lunches 



01S16 Howard St. 



C.uiijectioneiy . School Supplies 



Kitkery, Croceries 



Onr hundred forty 



^ " HE man 

who stops 
his advertising to 
save money, is 
Hke the man who 
stopped his clock 
to save time. 



Jersey Milk and 
Ice Cream 

Excel in Quality 

Bell Phone Maxwell 980 Home Phone B 1186 



The Place to Buy Nifty 
Neckwear 



The 

^ecktie 

and 

Collar 
Shop 

Mrs. Harry L. King 

823 Riverside Avenue 

Near Lincoln 



Ohi- hmiilrrd furtl/-(me 



□ jSrotun g ^cbool of Banctng □ 

Neiv K. of P. Hall. 1203 Riverside Avemw 
Phone Main 3518 A Private Scliool of D aiu'inti" SPOKANK 

Telephone for an appointment for your first lesson and save 
a trip, or call and talk it over. S0 Class 7:30 to 9 and social 
dance to 12 p. m. every Thursday evening heginninf; Jan. 9th 

Harl T. Ikown, proprietor and instructor of Brown's School of Dancing, 
is a inenilHT of Iiiti rnational Association Masters of Dancinj): 



L. M. VARNEY 

ItKADOUARTERS I'OR 

College Pennants 
and (jym Suits 

So. 208 Howard Street Riverside 1710 



Appearances 

Bright, clean, snappy, well pressed clothes count tremendously in 
winning out in the game of life. The cost is small if you frequently 
send your outer garments for 

FAULTLESS DRY CLEANING 

It will ilouble the life of any j;arnu-iit \i\ keepiiif; it looking like new until it is 
worn threadhare. 

PALACE CLEANING WORKS 

M;iin 194 i'HONKS A 2520 

6 S. Monroe St. Spokane, Wash. 



PHONK MAIN 7461 „H|, RKV APARTMENTS, Apt. (; 



BAILEY'S ORCHESTRA 

Music Furnished for 
PAR l lKS, RECHPTIONS and BALLS 



One hundred forty -two 



Teachers Travel Contest 



THE contest grows busier and more enthusiastic daily. Not 
only has it received the hearty commendation of school 
teachers, principals and county superintendent, but it has won the 
hearty approval and support of every broad-minded person who 
reali/.es what a trip abroad, to New York, or to the picturesque 
Yellowstone, will mean to the conscientious and deserving teachers 
of our community. 

Just keep the contest favorably in mind and lend a helping 
hand vvhenever possible. 



Watch the Carr ad in daily papers for election returns- 



is getting keener every day. Help your favorite 
teacher win 



John T. Little 
Hardware Co. 



Come in and let us 
show you what we 
have in 




Clothing, Shirts 
Collars, Ties 
and Shoes 



Goods 



also a full line of dry 
goods at lowest prices 

The best imported 
linens at lowest prices 



Special Prices to High School Students 



1 10 Washington Street 
Chamber of Coinmcrce Bldg. 



MILLER, MOWER 
& FLYNNE 



928 to 9.',H Riverside 



The Tamarack Appeals to Progressive Merchants 



One hiinilrtd forty-thm 



New Shipment of 

Ruff 

Neck 

SWEATERS 

has just arri\ ed to re- 
plenish our practically 
depleted stock. We now 
have a full line. 

McGOWAN BROS. 
Hardware Co. 

Howard and Railroad 



Diamond 

Ice and Fuel Co. 




WOOD GOAL 

S. F. & N. Yards 
North end Division ,St. Bridge 
One block east 

BOTH PHONKS 



Over one-thous- 
and copies of the 
Tamarack qo in- 
to the leading 
homes on the 
North Side 




Don't Forget 

BOB and 
JACK'S 

-for- 

Dairy 
Lunches 

Candies and 
Soft Drinks 

Indiana and Washineton 



One huiHliKl fmti/-fuiir 



Miss Sadie Harmon 



Harmon Millinery 

Spokane, Wasli. 



Maxwell 2519 
01817 Division Street 



GOLD AND KNAMEL BUTTONS 
METAL AND CELLULOID GOODS 
BADGES, CLASS PINS 
FOBS ETC. 



I. L. STARKER 

Advertising Novelties 
C alendars, Leather 
Goods, Signs 
Etc. 



505 Temple Court 
Phone Main 2031 



l>. (). Box 223J 

SPOKANK, WASHINGTON 



[5] 





€ 





0 



ommrmal 



0 



The Kind tliat Demands Attention 

Howard C. Imhoff 

PliDiu- Ulen. 109-1. 



[5] 



Room 8, N. C. H. S. ^ 
0 



One hundred forty-flve 



Reimer's Floral Art Shop 



Phone Main 141: Home AI768 



8(17 Riverside Avenue, Spokane, Wash. 



The Shop of Floral Arrangement and Artistic Ability 

C Our flowers are home prown; they last longer and fjivr more satisfaction to 
the Iniyer. Funeral and wedding orders are executed in up to date manner and 
hv aitists. Our facilities for handling out of town orders are the best in the city 
and receive our prompt and carefid attention at all times. 

C We also have a canily department connected with the floral business and keep 
the choicest of candvs for the most critical person. 



SPOKANE TABLE 
Supply Co. 

Fine Groceries and Table 
Delicacies 

□ 

Wines and Liquors 
□ 

Sprague and Wall 
Spokane, Wn. 



trijf . . . 

Camararfe 

is the only H\^h 
School Publica- 
tion that pub- 
lishes its circula- 
tion. 




ARTISTIC PRINTING lor 
SOCIETY FUNCTIONS 



HI(;H GRADK KNGRAVINO for 
INVITATIONS and ANNOUNCEMENTS 



Shaw & Borden Co. 



SPOKANK 



SURVEYOR S and ENGINKER S SUPPl.lKS 
Inr .SCHOOLS and COLLEGES 



KODAKS. CAMERAS and 
PHOTOGRAPHIC SUPPLIES 



One hundred jorly-six 



Pay 
Your 

BiUs 

by check. Each check 
will be returned to you 
by the bank and will 
serve as a complete re- 
cord of the transaction. 
It is a lawful receipt for 
money paid out. Our 
bank offers every safe- 
iruard for handling 
your money. 

□ □□□□□□ 

SPOKANE 
STATE 
BANK 

Cor. Nora 
and Division 



George Belshaw 

and 

SiGNOR BlUHM 
North Central's Greatest 

LADIES 
MEN 



Get your Dates early 
Girls 



Sh ! Boys, don't fight 



rhonc (Jlcmvood 1586. Music for all 
Occasions 

BEVIER'S 
ORCHESTRA 

Raymond K. Bevier, Violinist and 
Manager 




702 Alice Avenue SPOKANE 



One hundred forly-ie-ven 



W. S. McEACHKRX 




OVlt NAME ON VOUH I'KINIING MGMI IKS 
EXI'KK'I' won KM ANSI! I r 



AHTIILlt II. .lONKS BI.nG. 



MAIN < ) N K- KO C H- 1 • I \' K - 1 ■ I \ K 



Oiii- hinulri il forf i/-(ight 



Try the North Central Cafe for 
a Dainty Lunch 

Special attention ^iven to Hi^h Scliool 
Students 

01705 Howard Street 



THE 



QUICK PRINT 

PRESS 

I'RIX ri' RS and 

BINDERS 

Service— Courtesy— Oualit\ — are Our Watchwords 
We have no Specialties. We can 
Print Anythinj^— Right 

422-424 Second Ave. Phones : Riverside 247, A-2033 



Butter Cup Ice Cream 

Pure and Delicious 

SPOKANE BAKERY CO. 

I'HONK .VIAWVKIJ- 774 



One hundreJ jorly nine 



l't om/>t Serx ice C.oiirteous />■ 

H. L. STEENBERG 

GROCKR 

Phones: M,ixi<.ell ICS? 
Maxnveil J2C 

Aiifmotic F ICUI7 CIH27 Di-ci 



WE SERVE THEM HO 



Hamburgers, Wcincrs, everything in tlie 
way of Lunches Full line of Soft Drinks 

FRANK'S 



Points of \ 

■) Automatic F-1385 
L.OntaCt ( OlSOl Division Street 



Always Good Printing 

STIRLING 



On the North 



One /iii/i</i eJ fi fly 




ven under the Mistletoe the young ladies pass up 
the ordinarily dressed young man and pay their 
respects to "he" who wears an L System suit. 



WE ARE SOLE AGENTS IN THIS CITY 
FOR THESE REAL COLLEGE GARMENTS 



Entrance 709 Rivertide 



